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PREFACE 


The following letters, as is generally known, were written to 
The New York Tribune during a journey through Kansas, Utah, 
and California, last summer. 

No one can he more conscious than the writer that they present 
the slightest possible claims to literary merit or enduring interest. 
Their place is among the thousand ephemeral productions of the 
press on which the reading public, if good-natured, bestows a kindly 
glance, then charitably forgets them. Ten years hence, hardly a 
hundred persons will be able, without sustained effort, to recollect 
that these letters were ever printed. Hurriedly written, mainly in 
wagons or under the rudest tents, while closely surrounded by the 
(very limited) appliances and processes of pioneer meal-getting, far 
from books of reference, and often in the absence of even the com¬ 
monest map, they deal with surfaces only, and these under circum¬ 
stances which preclude the idea of completeness of information or 
uniform accuracy of statement. The value of such a work, if value 
it have, must be sought in unstudied simplicity of narration, in the 
freshness of its observations, and in the truth of its averments as 
transcripts of actual experiences and current impressions. 

By consulting and studying the reports of eminent official ex¬ 
plorers and pioneers, from Lewis and Clark to Fremont and Lander, 
who have traversed the Plains, the Bocky Mountains, and the Great 
Basin, a far more complete and reliable book might have been made, 
but one extending to several volumes, and of which the public does 
not seem to stand in conscious, urgent need. That herewith sub¬ 
mitted, though of far humbler pretensions, has at least the merit of 
owing little or nothing to any other. 

If any excuse for printing these letter!! were wanted, it might be 
found in the fact that much of the ground passed over by the writer 
was absolutely new—that is, it had never before been traversed and 
described. The route up Solomon’s Fork and the upper portion of 
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the Republican, from the forks of the Kansas to Cherry Creek; that 
from Denver to the gold-diggings in the Rocky Mountains, near 
Ralston’s fork of Clear Creek; the trail from Denver to Laramie, 
along the eastern base of the Rocky Mountains; and that from Salt 
Lake southwestwardly through central Utah to Pleasant Valley, and 
thence northwestwardly to the Humboldt at Gravelly Ford, are be¬ 
lieved to stand in this category. But another reason for printing 
these hasty sketches is found in the fact that very great and rapid 
changes in most of the region lying directly between Missouri and 
California are inevitable. The Leavenworth Express route, through 
the heart of what in June is the Buffalo region, which was hardly 
four weeks old when I traveled it, was soon after abandoned, and 
has reverted to the domain of the wolf and the savage; while the 
rude beginning of a settlement I found, scarcely three weeks old, at 
“Gregory’s Diggings,” has since been “Mountain City,” with its 
municipality, its newspaper, and its thousands of inhabitants; and 
is now in its decline, having attained the ripe age of nearly half-a- 
year; Captain Simpson has, since July, completed his exploration 
of a military and mail route through Central Utah, whereby more 
than a hundred miles of that I traveled are saved and the detested 
Humboldt wholly avoided; and Carson Valley, under the impetus 
of rich mineral discoveries, is rapidly increasing in population and 
consequence, and about to stand forth, the nucleus of the embryo 
Territory of Nevada. Whoever visits California a few years hence, 
will doubtless find it greatly changed from the California so hastily 
run over but faithfully described by me in August, 1859. Should, 
then, a few copies of this book, lost in the dustiest recess of some 
all-embracing, indiscx-iminate library, evade the trunk-makers to the 
close of the next decade, the antiquary of 1870 may derive gratifi¬ 
cation if not instruction from a contrast of the populous, enterpris¬ 
ing, and thrifty Central North America of his day, with that same 
region overrun and roughly depicted by me in the summer of 1859. 
Should such prove the fact, I commend my hasty letters to his 
generous indulgence. 


New York, Not. 1,1889. 


H. G. 
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AN OVERLAXD JOURKEY. 


i. 

FROM NEW YORE TO KANSAS. 

Atchison, Kansas, May 15, 1859. 

I left New York by Erie Railroad on Monday even¬ 
ing, 9th inst., just as our fortnight of bright, hot, plant¬ 
ing weather was closing. Two hours later, the gathered 
clouds burst upon us in a rain which continued through 
the night, though the city was not refreshed by it till 
some hours later. We had glimpses of sunshine as we 
skirted the southern shore of Lake Erie on Wednesday, 
and some more after a heavy shower at Chicago on 
Thursday; beside these, cloudy skies, easterly winds, 
and occasional rain, have been my portion since I bade 
adieu to the hot, dusty streets of New York. But it is 
breaking away as I write, and I hope to see Kansas, for 
the first time, under skies which image her sunny future 
rather than her stormy past. 

Coming up the Erie Road, I tried a “ sleeping-car” 
for the third time, and not very successfully. We all 
“ retired” at ten o’clock, with a fair allowance of open 
windows and virtuous resolutions; but the rain poured, 
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the night was chill and damp; and soon every orifice 
for the admission of external air, save the two or three 
humbug ventilators overhead, was shut, and a mephitic 
atmosphere produced, in which the soul of John G. Saxe 
might have disported and fancied it elysium. After 
gasping a while, like a netted fish on a hot sandbank, I 
rose to enter my solemn protest against all sleeping-cars 
not provided with abundant and indefeasible means of 
ventilation. I tried one, two nights later, on the Michi¬ 
gan Southern Road, which served much better, though 
still far from perfect. It is very true that no arrange¬ 
ment can secure a healthy circulation of air by night in 
any passenger-car, while the popular ignorance is so 
dense that the great majority imagine any atmosphere 
healthful which is neither too cold nor too hot, and 
rather laugh at the wit than pity the blindness of Saxe 
in holding up to ridicule a woman who knows (and does) 
better than to sit all night in a close car, with thirty or 
forty other human beings, all breathing an atmosphere 
which they, in twenty minutes, render absolutely pois¬ 
onous; but the builders of cars have no right to be 
ignorant of the laws of life with which they tamper; 
and two or three presentments by Grand Juries of the 
makers of unventilated cars, especially sleeping-cars, as 
guilty of manslaughter, would exert a most salutary 
influence. I commend this public duty to the imme¬ 
diate consideration of jurors and prosecutors. 

Stopping at Hornellsville, at seven next morning, I 
took the train for Buffalo thence at noon, and halted at 
Castile, to fulfill an engagement to speak at Pike, for¬ 
merly in Alleghany, now in Wyoming County. 
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I left Pike for Castile at five on Wednesday morning; 
took the cars to Buffalo at half-past seven ; was in ample 
season for the Lake Shore train at ten ; ran into Cleve¬ 
land a little after five; left at six for Toledo, where we 
changed cars between ten and eleven, and were in Chi¬ 
cago at seven next morning as aforesaid. Along the 
south shore of Lake Erie, as in our own state, it was 
plain that the area plowed on or before the 11th of 
May was greater this year than ever before. And well 
it might be ; for the country was hardly ever so bare of 
food for man and beast as in this same May of 1859. 
Flour is higher and wheat and corn scarcely lower in 
Chicago than in New York or Liverpool; oats nearly 
the same. Thousands of cattle, throughout the Prairie 
States, have died of starvation this spring, though 
prairie hay might almost anywhere have been put up 
last fall at a cost of less than two dollars per ton ; Min¬ 
nesota, with, perhaps, the best soil for winter wheat in 
America, is buying flour in Chicago by the thousand 
barrels; and I hear from different sections of this great 
granary of nations—from Illinois, from Iowa, from Mis¬ 
souri—of whole neighborhoods destitute alike of bread 
and of the wherewithal to buy it. Unpropitious as last 
season was, it does not fully explain this scarcity, espe¬ 
cially of fodder. I trust the like will never occur to 
need explanation again. 

Coming down through Illinois from Chicago south- 
westwardly to Quincy (268 miles) it was gratifying to 
see how general are the effort and obvious resolve to 
look starvation out of countenance this year. Though 
the breadth of winter wheat was but moderate, owing 
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to the incessant rains of last autumn, it is plain that the 
farmers began to plow and sow as early as possible 
this spring; putting in, first, spring wheat, then oats, 
latterly com; and they mean to keep putting in corn 
and oats for a month yet. If Illinois and Iowa do not 
grow far more grain this year than ever before, it will 
hardly be the fault of the cultivators,.for they are bent 
on doing their utmost. Considering their had fortune 
last year, this resolute industry does them credit; but 
they are generally in debt, out of money and almost out 
of credit, and are making a final stand against the sheriff. 
I heartily wish them a good deliverance. 

And, despite the hard times, Illinois is growing. 
There are new blocks in her cities, new dwellings in her 
every village, new breakings on this or that edge of 
almost every prairie. The short, young grass is being 
cropped by large herds of cattle, whose improved ap¬ 
pearance within the last fortnight is said by those who 
have observed them from day to day to be beyond cred¬ 
ence on any testimony but that of eye-sight. Here, 
every horse or ox that can pull is hitched to a plow or 
harrow whenever darkness or rain does not forbid; and, 
by plowing the dryest ridges first and seeding them; 
then taking the next dryest and serving them just so, 
nearly every cultivator can keep putting in seed at least 
four days per week from March till June. Many will 
plant corn this year till the middle of June, and even 
later, unless compelled sooner to desist in order to com¬ 
mence cultivating that first planted. Then cultivating 
will require every hour till harvesting begins; and this 
(including haying) will last till it is full time to plow for 
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winter wheat. Xo busier season was ever seen than this 
is to be; from the Hudson to the Mississippi, you see 
four horses or oxen at work to one in pasture; and there 
are thousands of farmers who would plant or sow a quar¬ 
ter more, if they had grain to feed their teams, than 
they will now be able to do. There are few traveling in 
the cars, few idling about stores or taverns, but many 
in the fields. May a bounteous Heaven smile on their 
labors! 

Illinois is just beginning to be cultivated. I presume 
she has no railroad along which half the land within a 
mile has ever been touched by a plow. Back from the 
roads, there is of course still less cultivation; probably 
less than a tenth of her soil has ever yet been broken. 
Possibly one-fourth of her spontaneous product of grass 
may now be eaten by animals that contribute to the sus¬ 
tenance or comfort, of man, though I think one-sixth 
would be nearer the mark. She has far more coal than 
Great Britain—I believe more than any other state— 
but has hardly yet begun to mine it. Her timber is not 
so excellent; she lacks pine and all the evergreens, but 
she is bountifully and cheaply supplied with these from 
Michigan and Wisconsin. Boards are sent through her 
canal from Chicago to the Illinois, and thence around by 
St. Louis and up the Missouri to build houses in Kansas 
and Nebraska. Her timber, such as it is, palpably in¬ 
creases from year to year, and will increase still more 
rapidly as roads and plowing check the sweep of prairie- 
fires. If her prairies were more rolling, they would be 
dryer and could be worked earlier; but then they would 
wash more, and probably have less depth arid richness 
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of soil. Doubtless, the child is born who will see her a 
state of ten millions of people, one million of them in¬ 
habiting her commercial emporium. 

1 stopped over night at Quincy, and took the steam¬ 
boat Pike at half past seven next morning for Hannibal, 
twenty miles below. I had repeatedly crossed the Mis¬ 
sissippi, but this was my first passage on it. The river 
is very high, so that its banks are submerged, and the 
water flows under the trees which line either shore. 
Islets covered with trees and shrubbery abound; the 
bluffs recede some miles on either hand, and are soft¬ 
ened to the view by the deep green of the young foliage; 
hardly a clearing breaks the uniformity of the almost 
tropical prospect; though here and there a miserable 
little hut in the last stages of decay tells where a chop¬ 
per of steamboat-wood held on until whisky or the ague 
took him off. In flood, as it is, the, river is turbid, not 
muddy, and pursues its course with a deliberation and 
gravity befitting the majestic Father of Waters, to 
whom, with head bare and reverent spirit, I wave a re¬ 
spectful adieu. 

For our good boat has reached Hannibal, the first 
point below Quincy at which the Missouri bluff ap¬ 
proaches the river, and whence the valley of a streamlet 
makes up through the hills to the broad, level prairie. 
Hannibal is pleasantly situated on the intervale of the 
creek and up the side of the bluff, so as to be entirely 
commanded by a steamboat passing up the river. It is 
a bustling, growing village of some four thousand in¬ 
habitants, which the new “ Hannibal and St. tfoseph 
Railroad ” has suddenly raised from local to general im- 
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portance. Like most villages on the great western rivers 
it lias no wharf, and the river is now threatening to eat 
away a part of the bank on which railroad and steam¬ 
boat freight is heaped in wild disorder. Its new conse¬ 
quence must soon work a change. I look for a wharf 
and a great storehouse when I next land or embark 
here. 

The Pike rounded to, and sent us ashore; the train 
hacked down to within forty feet of her ; the passengers 
got aboard the cars and were followed by their baggage, 
and in half an hour we were steaming up through 
the woody ravine to emerge on one of the largest 
prairies on northern Missouri. Across this—or, rather, 
along it—we took our course westward, almost as the 
crow flies, to St. Joseph on the Missouri, two hundred 
and six miles distant, which we reached in a little more 
than twelve hours, or at half-past ten last evening. The 
road was completed in hot haste last winter, in order to 
profit by the “ Pike’s Peak ” migration this spring; no 
gravel is found on its line, unless in the immediate 
vicinity of the Mississippi; and it was raining pitilessly 
for the second day nearly throughout, so that the road¬ 
bed was a causeway of mortar or ooze, into which the 
passing trains pressed the ties, first on one side, then on 
the other, making the track as bad as track could well 
be. A year hence, it must be better, even with the frost 
just coming out of the ground ; after a dry week, it will 
probably be quite fair; but yesterday it afforded more 
exercise to the mile than any other railroad I ever trav¬ 
eled. About one-tliird of'the way from Hannibal, it is 
intersected by the “ North Missouri Railroad ” from St. 
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Louis, whicli city is about one hundred miles further 
from St. Joseph, than Hannibal is; the train from St. 
Louis starting at five A. m. to connect with ours which 
ought to have left Hannibal at half past nine. Each 
road is completed, so that St. Louis as well as Hannibal 
is within a day’s ride by rail of St. Joseph, which faces 
Kansas almost up to the Nebraska line. 

Though the day was dreary, I noted with deep interest 
the country through which we passed, which disappoint¬ 
ed me in these respects: 1. The land is better than I 

had supposed; 2. It is of more uniform grade—hardly 
anything worth calling a hill being seen after rising the 
bluff from the Mississippi till we come in sight of the 
bluffs which enclose the Missouri; 3. There is more 
prairie and less timber than I had expected; and 4. 
There are infinitely less population and improvement. 
Of course, this road was run so as to avoid the more 
settled districts, and thus to secure a larger allotment of 
the public lands whereof the alternate sections for a 
width of five or six miles were granted to the state in 
aid of its construction; but I had not believed it possi¬ 
ble to run a railroad through northern Missouri so as to 
strike so few settlements. Palmyra, near the Mississippi, 
and Chillicothe, a hundred miles further west, are county 
seats and villages of perhaps two hundred dwellings 
each; beside these, there is no village of any size, 
unless it be one of those we passed in rain and dark¬ 
ness as we neared the Missouri. For some fifty miles 
after passing Palmyra, we traversed a level prairie, 
admirably grassed, but scarcely broken, save where the 
needs of the railroad had called up two to half a dozen 
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petty buildings. Yet, for most of the way, timber was 
in sight on one side or on both, often within a mile; 
and the soil, though but a thin, black mold resting on 
a heavy clay, therefore not so well adapted to grain as 
prairie soils are apt to be, is admirably fitted for stock¬ 
growing. It seems incredible that such land, in a state 
forty years old, could have remained unsettled till now. 
We traversed other prairies, five to twenty miles long, 
separated by the richest intervales skirting Grand River 
and sundry smaller streams, well timbered with elm, 
hickory, etc. Interposed between the prairies are miles 
on miles of gently rolling ridges, thinly covered with 
white oak, and forming “ oak openings ” or “ timbered 
openings,” while a thick growth of young wood, now 
that the annual fires are somewhat checked by roads 
and cultivation, is coming forward under the full-grown 
oaks, the whole forming one of the most beautiful and 
inviting regions I ever passed over. They tell me that 
the rolling prairies near St. Joseph, to which we passed 
after dark, are richer and finer than those I saw; but 
they surely need not be. With such soil and timber, 
the Mississippi on one side, the Missouri on the other, 
and a railroad connecting them, it must be that north¬ 
ern Missouri is destined to increase its population speed¬ 
ily and rapidly. I am sure beef can be made there at 
less cost per pound than in any other locality I ever 
visited. 

St. Joseph is a busy, growing town of some ten 
thousand inhabitants. It is beautifully situated on a 
bend of the Missouri, partly on its intervale (which the 
river is gouging out and carrying away), and partly on 
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the southward slope of the bluff, which rises directly 
from the river bauk, at the north end of the town. Other 
towns on the Missouri may have a grander future; I 
doubt that any has a finer location. The river bank 
must be piled or docked, or in some way fortified against 
the boiling current which sets against the town-site with 
fearful power and effect. 

I believe this is further west than any other point 
reached by a railroad connecting eastward with the 
Atlantic ports. At all events, the travel and part of the 
trade of the vast wilderness watered by the Upper Mis¬ 
souri and its tributaries, seem to center here. At the 
City Hotel, where I stopped, some of the guests were of, 
and from Salt Lake; one, an Indian trader from the 
head waters of the Columbia, who came down the 
Yellow Stone from the Rocky Mountains last fall in a 
canoe, and is now returning. Army officers and sutlers 
for the forts far up the Missouri and its tributaries, are 
constantly arriving and departing. I may never see St. 
Joseph again, but she will long be to me a pleasant rec¬ 
ollection. Elwood, in Kansas, opposite, is a small place, 
which must grow with the country behind her. The 
mighty, boiling flood, which is tearing away the soil of 
St. Joseph, is piling up new bars and banks in front of, 
and just below Elwood, rendering approach to her 
wharf (if wharf she has or should have) difficult for 
river steamboats, and thus shutting her out from the up¬ 
river trade. 

I took passage from St. Joseph for this place at eight 
this morning on the good steamer Platte Valley, Captain 
Coursey, and defied the chill east wind, and damp, cold 
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atmosphere, to take my first lesson in Missouri naviga¬ 
tion. The distance by water is some forty miles; by 
land considerably less; the river being here, as every¬ 
where, crooked and capricious. I regretted to note that 
it tends, if unchecked, to grow worse and worse; the 
swift current rapidly forming a bank below every pro¬ 
jecting point, and thus setting the stream with ever- 
increasing force against the yielding, crumbling mold or 
silt of the intervale which forms the opposite shore, 
which is thus rapidly undermined and falls in, to be 
mingled with and borne away by the resistless flood. 
The banks are almost always nearly perpendicular, and 
are seldom more than two or three feet above the surface 
of the water at its present high stage, so that the work 
of devastation is constantly going on. The river is at 
once deep, swift, and generally narrow—hardly so wide 
in the average as the Hudson below Albany, though 
carrying the water of thirty Hudsons. It cannot be half 
a mile wide opposite this city. Its muddiness is beyond 
all description; its color and consistency are those of 
thick milk porridge; you could not discern an egg in a 
glass of it. A fly floating in a teacup of this dubious 
fluid an eighth of an inch below the surface would be 
quite invisible. With its usually bold bluffs, two or 
three hundred feet high, now opposing a rocky barrier 
to its sweep, now receding to a distance of two or three 
miles, giving place to an intervale, many feet deep, of 
the richest mold, usually covered by a thrifty growth 
of ehn, cotton-wood, etc., its deep, rapid, boiling, eddying 
current, its drifting logs and trees, often torn from its 
banks by its floods, and sometimes planted afresh in.its 
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bed, so that the tops rise angularly to a point just below 
or just above the surface of the water, forming the 
sawyer or snag so justly dreaded by steamboats, the 
Missouri stands alone among the rivers of the earth, 
unless China can show its fellow. 

I have not yet learned to like it. 

Atchison gives me my first foothold on Kansas. It 
was long a Border-Ruffian nest, but has shared the for¬ 
tunes of many such in being mainly bought out by free, 
state men, who now rule, and for the most part own it. 
For the last year, its growth has been quite rapid; of 
its four or five hundred dwellings, I think, two-tliirds 
have been built within that period. The Missouri at 
this point runs further to the west than elsewhere in 
Kansas; its citizens tell me that the great roads west¬ 
ward to Utah, &c., from St. Joseph on the north and 
from Leavenworth on the south, pass within a few miles 
of Atchison when thrice as far from their respective 
starting-points. Hence the Salt Lake mail, though made 
up at St. Joseph, is brought hither by steamboat and 
starts overland from this place; hence many trains are 
made up here for Laramie, Green River, Fort Hall, 
Utah, and I hear even for’ Santa Fd. I have seen sev¬ 
eral twelve-ox teams, drawing heavily-loaded wagons, 
start for Salt Lake, etc., to-day; there are others camped 
just outside the corporate limits, which have just come 
in; while a large number of wagons form a corral (yard, 
inclosure or encampment) some two miles westward. A 
little further away, the tents and wagons of parties of 
gold-seekers, with faces set for Pike’s Peak, dot the 
prairie; one of them in charge of a grey-head who is 
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surely old enough to know better. Teamsters from Salt 
Lake and teamsters about to start, lounge on every cor¬ 
ner ; I went out three or four miles on the high prairie 
this afternoon, and the furthest thing I could see was the 
white canvas of a moving train. I have long been 
looking for the West, and here it is at last.—But I must 
break off somewhere to prepare for an early start for 
Leavenworth and Lawrence to-morrow, in order to reach 
Osawatamie next day in season to attend the Repub¬ 
lican Convention which is to assemble at that place on 
Wednesday, the eighteenth. 
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NOTES ON KANSAS. 

Laivrexce, Kansas, May 20, 1859. 

It resumed raining in Kansas, after a few dry days, 
on Thursday, the 12th inst., and rained “off and on’’ 
till Saturday night. Sunday, the 15th, was cloudy and 
chilly, but without rain, until evening, when thunder¬ 
showers came up from every side, and kept flashing, 
rumbling, and pouring nearly throughout the night. 
Kansas brags on its thunder and lightning; and the 
boast is well founded. I never before observed a dis¬ 
play of celestial pyrotechuy so protracted, incessant and 
vivid as that of last Sunday night. The country, al¬ 
ready saturated with water, was fairly drenched by this 
deluge, which rendered many streams ordinarily insig¬ 
nificant either dangerous or for a season impassable. 

At G a. m. on Monday morning, four of us left Atchi¬ 
son in a two-horse wagon, intent on reaching Osawat- 
amie (some eighty miles rather east of south—one hun¬ 
dred by any practicable route) next evening. The sky 
was still threatening; we knew that the streams were 
swelled beyond reason; but our pilot was a most experi¬ 
enced pioneer, who had forded, been ferried over or 
swam every stream in Eastern Kansas, and was confi¬ 
dent of his ability to go through by some route or other. 
So we went ahead in a southerly direction, across swells 
of prairie rather steep-sided for Kansas, and through 
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ravines in which what were usually rills were swelled 
into torrents. From the high level of the prairies, little 
but a broad sweep of grass on every side was visible; 
but soon we were descending into a new ravine, and 
now belts and spurs of timber were seen, generally 
widening as they tend toward the Missouri. I noted 
that these woody spurs, composed mainly of black-oak 
and cotton-wood (the latter a very poor but quick-grow¬ 
ing timber, ranging somewhere between poplar and 
basswood), began to spread on every side wherever the 
annual fires were repelled from the adjacent prairie, 
whether by the interposition of a road or otherwise, and 
that the young trees that thus spring up along the sides 
of the ravines and run out into the level prairie, are 
quite often hickory, white ash, etc., even where none 
such are visible among the adjacent timber. I was fully 
convinced that wood becomes more abundant with the 
progress of settlement and cultivation. Of course, there 
is timber enough to-day in the Territory; but the better 
portion of it is too generally confined to the intervales 
of the larger streams, too far for their comfort from most 
settlers on the prairies. Could prairie-fires be wholly 
arrested, the increase of timber would overbalance ten¬ 
fold the annual use and waste; and the quality improves 
even faster than the quantity. This is real progress. 
For, though there is quite enough in Kansas, and a 
pretty good variety of all species except the evergreens, 
which are lamentably deficient, there are points- at 
which there is none within several miles—the little that 
formerly ran up the small ravines which here cut in 
upon the great high prairies being soon exhausted by 
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use for building, fuel, and fencing, and requiring years 
for its reproduction. 

Twelve or fifteen miles soutli of Atchison, we struck 
the great California trail from Leavenworth, and thence 
followed it east by south into that city, some fifteen to 
eighteen miles. I should have liked Gerrit Smith as 
one of our party, that I might show him the practical 
working of his theory that Government has no other 
legitimate business than to keep one man’s fingers off 
another man’s throat and out of any pocket but his own. 
The great California trail, like the Santa Fe and all 
other primitive roads through this prairie country, 
keeps along the highest “ divides ” or prairie swells, 
avoiding the miry “ bottoms ” of the streams and (so far 
as possible) the ravines which the water falling on the 
high prairie has cut down to them, of course winding 
considerably, but making the best and most serviceable 
natural road that can be, and one that in dry weather is 
excellent, and in wet as good as possible. But each 
settler along this trail, in the absence of any legal estab¬ 
lishment of the trail as a highway, is at liberty to run 
his fences right across it as the line of his land runs, 
and so crowd it off the high “ divides ” into all manner 
of angles and zigzags, across this ravine and into that 
6lough, until the trail is fast becoming the very worst 
road in all Kansas. I have had a pretty full experience 
of bad roads during this week; but the very worst and 
miriest was that portion of the California trail (and 
United States military road from Fort Leavenworth 
west to other forts) which works its sinuous way through 
the region generally settled by thrifty farmers, ly ing 
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directly west of Leavenworth. And the worst hill for 
teams I have seen in Kansas is traversed by this road 
within five miles of Leavenworth, between the fort ancL 
the rich but miry valley of Salt Creek on the west. 
This road, unless it can be restored, will soon have to 
be abandoned, and thence Leavenworth must suffer. 

As we neared the California trail, the white coverings 
of the many emigrant and transport wagons dotted the 
landscape, giving the trail the appearance of a river 
running through great meadows, with many ships sail¬ 
ing on its bosom. Most of the independent wagoners 
were still encamped by the wayside, unable or unwilling 
to brave the deep mud; their cattle feeding on the 
broad prairie; the emigrants cooking or sitting beside 
the wagons; women sometimes washing, and all trying 
to dry their clothing, drenched and soaked by the pour¬ 
ing rain of the past night. One great wagon-train was 
still in corral with its cattle feeding and men lounging 
about; the others might better have been, as it was 
clearly impossible to make their lean, wild-looking oxen 
(mainly of the long-horned stripe, which indicates Texas 
as their native land, and which had probably first felt 
the yoke within the past week) draw them up the 
slightest ascent through that deep, slippery mire. A 
great deal of yelling, beating, swearing, was being ex¬ 
pended to little purpose, as I presume each train cor- 
raled for the ensuing night within a mile of the point it 
left in the morning. These contractors’ wagons are 
very large and strong, each carrying a couple of good 
extra axles lashed under its body, to be used in case an 
old one gives way under a heavy jerk; the drivers are 
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as rough and wild-looking as their teams, though not 
quite so awkward at their business; but to ke p six 
joke of such oxen in line in the road, and all pulling on 
the load, is beyond human skill. It is a sore trial to 
patience, that first start of these trains on their , long 
journey—to Utah, Fort Hall, Green lliver, and some 
of these to Hew Mexico, though this is not the Santa F6 
trail. The loads are generally fifty hundred weight; 
the wagons must weigh at least fifteen hundred each; 
and, though this would seem moderate for twelve oxen, 
it must be remembered that they are at this season poor 
and at first unbroken, and that the road is in spots a 
very bad one. A train consists of ten to thirty wagons; 
each train has its reliable and experienced master or 
director; and when a team is stalled, another is un¬ 
hitched from its own wagon and sent to the aid of the 
one in trouble. The rate of progress is necessarily snail- 
like ; these trains will do very well if they make twenty 
miles the first week, considering the weather. But then 
the feeding of the teams (like the lodging of the men) 
costs nothing, as they live on the broad prairie, and 
though they will often be fearfully hungry or dry in 
traversing grassless tracts on their route, they are said 
generally to gain in flesh (for which there is ample 
room) during a journey of three or four months. Of 
course, they improve in docility and effectiveness, being 
at first so wild that, in order to be yoked, they have to 
be driven into the corral (formed, as I may have ex¬ 
plained, by the wagons closely ranged in hollow square, 
the tongue of each being run under its next neighbor, 
for defense against Indians or other prowlers). Very 
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few wagons or cattle ever come back ; the freighting is 
all one way; and both wagons and cattle are usually 
sold at or near their point of destination for whatever 
they will fetch—to be taken to California or disposed of 
as they best may. 

We drove into Leavenworth City about 11 a. si., 
and found that the delegates from this county had 
generally given up the idea of reaching Osawatamie, 
judging that.the Convention would have to be ad¬ 
journed or postponed on account of the swollen and im¬ 
passable streams. Stranger Creek barred all egress by 
way of Lawrence, which we had intended to make our 
resting-place for the night; a creek nine miles south of 
Leavenworth had turned back the stage running in that 
direction ; in fact, no stage made its way out of Leaven¬ 
worth that day in any direction which was not forced 
to return, baffled by the high water. So at 3 r. m. we 
shipped our horses and wagons on board the steamboat 
D. A. January, and dropped down the Missouri some 
fifty miles, past the bleaching bones of several dead 
cities (not including Quindaro, which insists that it is 
still alive) to Wyandot, in the lower corner of Kansas, 
with Kansas City, Missouri, three miles off, in plain sight 
across the mouth of the Kansas or Kaw River. Wyan¬ 
dot, though hemmed in and impeded, like Quindaro, by 
an Indian reserve back of it, is alive, and is becoming, 
what it ought fully to be, the outlet and inlet between 
Southern Kansas and the Missouri River. It has a 
beautiful location, and decided natural advantages over 
Kansas City, which, with other Border-Ruffian strong¬ 
holds south of it, has hitherto engrossed too much of the 
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travel and trade of Kansas. We halted at Wyandot 
over night, had an improptu Republican gathering and 
some off-hand talk in the evening, and set forth at six 
next morning for Osawatamie (forty-six miles a little 
west of south by a bee-line, but over fifty by any prac¬ 
ticable route), which we were desirous of reaching 
before night, as the Convention was to be held next 
day. 

Our route led south-west over rolling woodland 
through the Wyandot Reserve, descending into the but 
tom of the Kansas or Kaw River—said bottom being 
from one to two miles wide, and very heavily timbered 
with elm, yellow oak, black walnut, hickory, cotton¬ 
wood, sycamore, basswood, etc. Is early all the rivers 
and larger creeks of Kansas run through similar bot¬ 
toms or intervales, from half a mile to three miles wide, 
and timbered much like this. These intervales are 
composed of a dark, rich mold, oftencr over than under 
three feet ,in depth, but they are so level that they 
could hardly be cultivated without drainage, even were 
it advisable to strip them by wholesale of timber, as it 
decidedly is not. The houses and barns that shall yet 
thickly dot the adjacent prairies are now mainly grow¬ 
ing in these bottoms, and should stand there as trees till 
they are wanted. When cleared and drained—aud in 
some places the rotting out of the stumps, and thorough 
plowing thereafter will go far toward effecting the drain¬ 
age required—they will yield bounteous crops of al¬ 
most anything that docs not dread frost. Though it 
seems hardly possible that their soil should be richer 
than that of the prairies, it is deeper, and probably con- 
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tains a more varied and choice admixture of the ele¬ 
ments of vegetation. But the Kansas or Kaw bottom 
was not only soaked but covered with water—for it 
had rained here smartly only the preceding morning 
after it ceased at Atchison, and the road across the bot¬ 
tom was for the time an all but impassable morass. I 
trust the citizens of Wyandot will not long leave it 
thus. 

We crossed the Kaw on a fair wooden toll-bridge, one 
thousand two hundred feet long, just erected—or, rather, 
not quite completed. In default of a toll-house or gate¬ 
keeper, a man at work on the bridge in his shirt-sleeves, 
took the toll. I believe no other bridge across the Kaw 
is now standing, though there has been one at Topeka, 
fifty miles up, and perhaps at other points. Bridges 
are sorely needed throughout Kansas, not only because 
the streams are addicted to rapid and vast augmenta¬ 
tions from thaws or rains, but because their banks are 
almost perpendicular, and often miry toward the bot¬ 
tom, while the streams are nearly as deep at either shore 
as in the middle, making the attempt to ford difficult, 
even when it is not dangerous. 

The Kaw was, of course, nearly full (all the rivers of 
Kansas have low banks), and was running very swiftly ; 
still, it seems of moderate size, for a river which leads 
about six hundred miles westward of its mouth ; but all 
the rivers of this region, the Missouri included, seem 
small, considering the area drained by them. The facts 
that they run rapidly, are apt to be deep, and that their 
depth is nearly uniform from side to side, account in 
part for this appearance. 
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Half an hour after crossing the Kaw, we emerged 
from the road and the Reserve upon the high prairie, 
the clouds of the morning broke away, and the day was 
henceforth perfect. The young grass of the prairie, re¬ 
freshed by the heavy rains, appeared in its freshest, ten- 
derest green; the delicate early flowers were abundant, 
yet not so numerous as to pall by satiety the pleasure of 
looking at them, and the panorama presented was mag¬ 
nificent. Passing Shawnee, a prairie village of twenty 
or thirty houses, with a large hotel, our road bore more 
directly south, and soon brought us in sight of the great 
Santa Fe trail, with its white-topped emigrant wagons, 
and three great contract trains, one of them still in 
corral , the others with six pair of mules to each wagon, 
attempting to make progress toward New Mexico—at¬ 
tempting it, for the most part, in vain. The mules were 
small, and new to work—to this work, at all events— 
and drew badly ; while the wheels cut so deeply into the 
yielding paste beneath them that little or no advance 
was made. I presume they all corraled for the night 
within two miles of the places where we saw them. 

Crossing the trail almost at right angles, we left the 
smart village of Olathe (county seat of Johnson county) 
a mile or so to the west, and struck off nearly due south, 
over high prairies sloped as gently and grassed as richly 
as could be desired, with timber visible along the water¬ 
courses on either hand. Yet there was little or no set¬ 
tlement below Olathe—for the next twenty miles that 
we traveled there was hardly an improvement to each 
four square miles of the country in sight. And yet, if 
the Garden of Eden exceeded this land in beauty or 
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fertility, I pity Adam for having to leave it. The earth 
was thoroughly sodden with rain, so that temporary 
springs were bursting out on almost every acre, while 
the water-courses, including those usually dry, ran 
heavy streams, each of them requiring skill in the 
charioteer and good conduct on the part of the horses 
to pass them without balk or break. We must have 
crossed over a hundred of these “runs” in the course 
of this day’s travel, each of them with a trying jerk on 
the carriage, and generally with a spring on the part of 
the horses. These water-ways have generally a lime¬ 
stone bottom not far below the surface of their bed ; but 
their banks are 1 apt to be steep, and are continually 
growing more so by reason of the water washing away 
the earth which has been denuded of grass and worked 
loose by hoofs and wheels. Traveling by jerks like this 
is not so pleasant as over a macadamized road, yet our 
day was a bright and pleasant one. 

Thirty miles of progress, twenty of them over prairie, 
brought us to Spring Hill, a hamlet of five or six dwell¬ 
ings, including a store, but no tavern. Our horses 
needed food and rest—for the wagon with its four in¬ 
mates, was a heavy drag over such going—so we stopped 
and tried to find refreshment, but with limited success. 
There was no grain to be had, save a homcepathic dose 
sold us for a quarter by a passing wagoner, and thank¬ 
fully received ; we gave this to our steeds, regaled our¬ 
selves on crackers and herring, and pushed on. 

Our direct route led due south to Paoli, county seat 
of Lykius; but persons we met here assured us that 
there was no crossing Bull Creek on this road, and that 
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we must bear away to the west through Marysville (a 
village of perhaps a dozen houses, including a store and 
a tavern), so as to cross at Rock Ford, three miles be¬ 
yond, which opened, the only chance of getting over. 
We did so, and crossed in safety, with the usual jokes 
when we were fairly over; but I confess that the wide, 
impetuous stream, so impenetrable to the eye, and so 
far above its average level, wore a vicious look to me 
when we approached and plunged into it. Its bottom 
is here hardly half a mile wide, but is capitally wooded 
with hickory, oak, black-walnut, etc. Emerging from 
it, we rode over twelve miles more of high, gently roll¬ 
ing prairie, with wood in the ravines on either side, 
which brought us to the village of Stanton, (of twenty 
or thirty houses, including two stores and a tavern) 
which we reached before sunset, having traveled at least 
fifty miles since we started in the morning. Night and 
the Marais des Cygnes—here brought us to a halt—the 
creek being at this time impassable—and wo had to 
forego our determination to reach Osawatamie before 
sleeping. So we halted at the little tavern, where we 
found five or six others bound to Osawatamie, like our¬ 
selves, at least one of whom had swam three creeks 
since the morning. Fifteen or twenty others drove up 
during the evening; we had supper, a neighborhood 
meeting and a Republican talk at the school-house, and 
adjourned to fill all the beds and floors of the tavern as 
full as they could hold. The kind, active, efficient land¬ 
lady did her best, which was good enough; and all 
were snugly bestowed except another editor and myself, 
who accepted the kindly proffered hospitality of a Re- 
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publican farmer, and were capitally entertained at bis 
house, half a mile distant 

As night fell, the lightning had begun to gleam and 
flash nearly around the horizon; by ten o’clock, the 
thunder rolled; at twelve, a high gale could be heard 
sweeping over the prairies some moments before it 
struck us. The lightning blazed almost incessantly for 
hours; yet the rain-fall at Stanton was very slight. 
But there were heavy showers at Marysville, at Paoli, 
and almost everywhere else around us, still further rais¬ 
ing the streams, so that many who had come part way 
were unable to reach Osawatamie next day. 

We were early on the bank (a mile from Stanton) of 
the Marais des Cygnes, which was running heavy drift¬ 
wood, and otherwise misbehaving itself. It had buried 
up the ferry-rope, without whose aid the boat could not 
be propelled across its sweeping current; one of the 
trees to which that rope was attached was now nearly 
in the middle of the stream; and there had been no 
crossing for a day or two. But a new rope had been 
procured and somehow stretched across the stream; 
whereby we were taken across in our turn, after waiting 
somewhat over an hour. A mile or so of well timbered 
and too well watered bottom brought us again to prairie, 
over which we drove rapidly into Osawatamie, which 
we reached before ten a. m. 

Osawatamie is a village of at most one hundred and 
fifty houses, situated in the forks of the Marais des^ 
Cygnes and Potawatamie, a somewhat smaller creek, 
which comes in from the south-west. The location is a 
pleasant and favorable but not a commanding one; the 
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surrounding country is more considerably cultivated 
than any I had passed south of the Kaw. The two 
creeks supply abundant and good timber; an excellent 
steam sawmill has taken the place of that which the 
border-ruffians burned ; a flouring mill, tannery, brew¬ 
ery and a large hotel, are being erected or completed. 
I presume there is a larger town somewhere in what is 
known as Southern Kansas, though I do not know which 
it is. 

But Osawatamie has a higher interest than any other 
spot in Kansas, except possibly Lawrence, because of 
her honorable eminence in the struggle which has 
secured Kansas to free labor. She was long the only 
settlement near the Missouri border which was avow¬ 
edly, decidedly free-state; the only free-state village that 
could be reached by a night’s march from Missouri. To 
be known as a free-state man at Topeka, Wanbonsee, 
Emporia, or any other post well inland, involved strug¬ 
gles and sacrifices; to be one at Osawatamie, was to 
live in nightly and well-grounded apprehension of rob¬ 
bery, arson and murder. The pro-slavery settlements 
in the neighborhood were strong and malignant; and 
they had only to draw upon Missouri at sight for any 
amount of force, and the draft would be honored. Yet 
to surrender this outpost was virtually to give up all 
Kansas south of the Marais des Cygnes; and, though 
its maintenance was sure to cost property and blood, it 
^was not surrendered, for Old John Brown was among 
its early settlers. Twice was it sacked and laid in ashes, 
once after a desperate fight of two hours, in which Old 
Brown with forty of his neighbors held at bay four bun- 
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dred well-armed Missourians, who had the advantage of 
a cannon. So fearfully outnumbered, Old Brown, after 
seeing his son and several of his neighbors shot dead by 
his side, and after'killing at least as many Missourians 
as there were of his own party altogether, was gradu¬ 
ally driven back through the open timber north of the 
village, and across the Marais des Cygnes, the ruffians 
not venturing to pursue their victory, though they had 
attacked from the west, and so were driving the free- 
state men toward Missouri. 

The women and children had meantime fled to the 
woods on the south; the village was burned after being 
robbed, the only iron safe therein having been blown 
open by firing a cannon into its side, and so plundered 
of some silver-ware and a considerable sum in money 
Osawatamie was thus a second time “wiped out.” But 
it has risen again from its ashes, and is once more the 
home of an undaunted, freedom-loving people, who are 
striving to forget their bereavements and sacrifices in 
view of the rich fruits they have borne to liberty and 
human good. Theyjfiave gathered the dust of their 
martyred dead into a common grave on a prairie-knoll 
just west of their village, and propose to erect there a 
monument which shall teach their children and grand¬ 
children to love and cherish the cause for which those 
heroes joyfully laid down their lives. I beg leave to 
suggest an enlargement of the scope of this enterprise— 
that this monument be reared to all the martyrs of free¬ 
dom in Kansas, and that the name of each be inscribed 
upon it, and his mortal remains, if his relatives make no 
objection, be placed beneath the column which shall 





34 


NOTES ON KANSAS. 


here be reared as a memorial of the struggle which 
secured Kansas to free labor, and is destined finally to 
hasten the expulsion of slavery from Missouri. Should 
a monument be proposed on this b&sis, I feel confident 
that subscriptions in aid of its erection might reasonably 
be asked of all who prefer freedom to slavery, and 
would not be asked in vain. 
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* Leavenworth, May 23,1859. 

The convention at Osawatamie was of course very 
slow in assembling, and I think not more than half the 
organized counties were represented at all. Hardly any 
were present from the southern counties, for whose ben¬ 
efit that place of meeting had been selected. Those who 
did come got there by swimming many dangerous 
creeks; but from most localities attendance was a phy¬ 
sical impossibility. Ferry-boats are scarce in Kansas, 
bridges, of course, nearly unknown; and the water runs 
off these rolling prairies so rapidly that a stream which 
a three-year old child might ford at night will be run¬ 
ning water enough to float a steamboat before morning. 
Obviously, there can be no ferries maintained on such ; 
and, until bridges can be erected, those whose way lies 
across them have no further alternative when they are 
in flood than either to swim or wait. But to swim an 
angry, turbid, rushing torrent, perhaps a dozen rods 
across, and running drift-wood in a perfectly reckless 
manner, is a job requiring nerve and skill; so the great¬ 
er number have simply to stay at home or camp on the 
bank, and wait until the flood runs out, which it usually 
will in twelve to thirty-six hours, according to the size 
of the stream, unless the rain or thaw continues. But 
it had rained nearly half the time for a week prior and 
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up to the eighteenth, so that few even of those who sup¬ 
posed the convention would be held could reach it. 
Yet there gathered on the afternoon of that day nearly 
a thousand of the pioneers, mainly of the immediate 
neighborhood, to whom, in an interlude of the conven¬ 
tion’s discussions concerning their organization and plat¬ 
form, I had the satisfaction of setting forth the repub¬ 
lican faith as I understand it, and by whom it was 
heartily received. It was a labor of love so to speak, 
hut rather a tax to write the speech out, even imperfect¬ 
ly, as I was obliged to do during the next two days in 
the intervals of riding and speaking, in order that all 
those people of Kansas who care to do so may consider 
my notions of “Free-State Democracy” and “Squatter 
Sovereignty.” 

The twin curses of Kansas, now that the border- 
rufiians have stopped ravaging her, are land-speculation 
(whereof the manufacture of paper-cities and bogus 
corner-lots, though more amusingly absurd, is not half 
so mischievous as the grasping of whole townships by 
means of fraudulent pre-emptions and other devices 
familiar to the craft) and one-horse politicians. Many 
of these latter were driven into the free-state movement 
by the enormity of the border-ruffian outrages, by their 
own terror or indignation, and by the overwhelming 
force of public sentiment; but, being essentially dema¬ 
gogues, they gravitate irresistibly toward the sham- 
democracy, in whose embraces the whole tribe will 
bring up, sooner or later. Their prototype is Mr. H. 
Miles Moore of this city, who, after having been one of 
the noisiest and most conspicuous free-state men in 
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1855-6, after having been driven down the river by the 
border ruffians, who gave him his choice between leav¬ 
ing Kansas and instant death, and after having been 
once strung up by the neck by them and choked till 
nearly dead, is now hard at work trying to put Kansas 
once more into their hands, and figuring in conventions 
and on committees with those who didn’t quite hang 
him, as fellow democrats ! His case reminds me strong¬ 
ly by contrast of that of the man who observed that, 
for the first month after marriage, he loved his wife so 
that he wanted to eat her, while ever since he had wished 
he had. 

The controlling idea of the one-horse politicians is 
that the republicans must not let their adversaries have 
a chance to raise the cry of “ nigger ” against them— 
that hence they must be as harsh, and cruel, and tyran¬ 
nical, toward the unfortunate blacks as possible, in order 
to prove themselves “ the white man’s party,” or else 
all the mean, low, ignorant, drunken, brutish whites 
will go against them from horror of “ negro equality.” 
To which I reply that this sort of cattle arc against the 
republicans any how, and never can be permanently 
otherwise. They may be driven by circumstances to 
vote once or twice with us, but the virus of sham- 
democracy is in their blood, and must come out. That 
democracy, from long practice and an experience that it 
pays, can dive deeper, stay under longer, and come up 
nastier, in this business of negro-hating, than any other 
party that ever was or ever can be invented. There is 
nothing that more strikingly exposes the radical base¬ 
ness of slaveholding than the fact that its votaries so 
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hate those whom they have long injured, that, beaten in 
their desperate struggle to force negroes into Kansas as 
slaves, they now turn a short corner and insist that, if 
they cannot come in as slaves, they shall he shut out, 
and even driven out, altogether. 

I apprehend that it will be necessary for the republi¬ 
cans of Kansas, in view of the inveterate western pre¬ 
judices of a large portion of her population, to concede, 
for the present, that the right of suffrage shall be exer¬ 
cised only by white males, or men of European lineage, 
excluding, on account of their imperfect moral and in¬ 
tellectual developments, Indians, negroes, and their 
descendants. Further than this, I would not go, no 
matter how great the inducement. Leave the democrats 
alone in their glory, when they come to propose and 
support—as they are certain to do—propositions that 
negroes shall be expelled and excluded from Kansas—• 
shall be precluded from testifying against a white man 
—shall be debarred from attending schools frequented 
by white children, etc., etc. Let any city or district 
that sees fit, make adequate provision for the education 
of colored children by themselves; but, in default of 
this, let the schools he open to all who need their minis¬ 
trations. Such, I hope, will be the determination of 
republicans generally ; and, if Kansas has to be lost in 
consequence, then let her go! 

I left Osawatamie on the morning of the nineteenth, 
in the Lawrence stage, crossing the Marais de Cygnes 
at Bundy’s ferry (where we crossed the day before), and 
finding the water considerably lower, though still over 
its regular northern bank, and the access on either side. 
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most detestable. Passing Stanton, we kept still west 
of north into the Ottawa Reserve, so as to leave a mail 
at Ottawa Jones’s, where we struck due north to Prairie 
City, leaving Peoria City and Ohio City some miles 
distant on our left, either upon or near the Marais des 
Cygnes. (It takes three log houses to make a city in 
Kansas, but they begin calling it a city so soon as they 
have staked out the lots.) I stopped at Prairie City and 
talked to a republican gathering of four hundred people, 
though where on earth so many could have been 
scared up, within a reasonable ride of this point, one 
who merely runs over the country could not imagine. 
True, we had here “ Prairie City,” “ Baldwin City,” 
and “Palmyra” in a string, all within three miles; but 
they could not all have mustered half this audience-; 
and I was forced to conclude that the country is really 
better peopled than it seems to a mere traveler—that, 
while the favored roads traverse the high “ divides,” or 
middle of the prairies, in order to avoid, so far as possi¬ 
ble, the miry bottoms and water-courses, the settlers are 
nested in the edge of the timber, and down the water¬ 
courses, where fencing and fuel are far more accessible. 

The country I traversed between Stanton and Prairie 
City was a little more rolling, and considerably better 
timbered, than that between Shawnee and Stanton, 
already described. The oaks often covered considerable 
tracts of upland, while young timber was visibly spread¬ 
ing on all hands, under cover of the universal hazel, 
bushes of those Kansas uplands which are not burned 
over every year. Our next post-office above Jones’s was 
Hickory Grove, which reminds me that I saw more good 
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hickory this day than in any former day of my life. 
Some of the oak, also, was very serviceable. These, 
with the black-walnut, are the settler’s main reliance for 
timber, rails included. The elm, cotton-wood, sycamore, 
etc., warp so badly when sawed into boards and sea¬ 
soned, that very little use can be made of them, though 
I think I saw a few cotton-wood rails. The grass was 
abundant and superb; the soil generally deep and excel¬ 
lent. 

We had another smart thunder-shower on Friday 
morning (20th), after which I came from Prairie City to 
Lawrence, fifteen miles north. My companion was a 
young pioneer from southern Missouri, reared among 
slaves and slaveholders, but free-state from the time he 
could fairly see, who assured me that he knew a large 
portion of the people of Missouri to condemn and hate 
slavery, even while they shout and vote in its favor- 
He came out here in 1855 to be rid of the curse, and had 
had a pretty fair experience of the struggle, having been 
with Lane at Bull Creek, when eight hundred Missou¬ 
rians did not venture to attack three hundred and fifty 
free-state men, but, after being separated by night, beat 
a retreat across the line, leaving some of their arms and 
camp equipage behind them. He was also at the some¬ 
what noted “ Battle of Black Jack,” which he described 
to me substantially as follows: 

On the 1st of June, 1856, Henry Clay Pate, at the 
head of a pro-slavery band, emerging suddenly from 
the Indian Reserve, which then covered most of the 
region between this point and the Missouri border, sur. 
prised the little settlement of Palmyra, which they 
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sacked without resistance. Next morning, they pro¬ 
posed to extend their operations to Prairie City, which 
would probably have shared the same fate, had not 
Old Brown, lately driven from Osawatamie by an over¬ 
whelming force, been camped, with ten of his tried men, 
in the woods on Black Jack, a little creek four miles 
eastward. Strengthened by these, Prairie City resolved 
on resistance, and mustered its sixteen Sharp’s rifles, in 
addition to those of Old Brown’s party, and when the 
ruffians sent in six of their men to sack the place, pre¬ 
suming there would be no resistance, they took four of 
them prisoners, and chased the other two back to their 
band, with bullets whistling by their ears. They found 
the ruffians encamped on the open prairie, but drawn 
out in line for battle, where they stood perfectly still as 
the free-state men neared them, firing as they neared to 
get the range of their rifles. As they approached, a 
6mall ravine only lay betwixt them, but the two lines 
could be and were distinctly counted on either side— 
fifty-four men in rank composing the pro-slavery and 
twenty-six the free-state party. Soon, two or three of 
the ruffians went down badly wounded, and one after 
another of their comrades were seen tailing off, making 
tracks for Missouri at a 2: 40 gait, until barely twenty, 
two of them remained, when Pate raised a white flag 
and surrendered at discretion, to just fourteen men 
standing in the free-state array at that moment. Seven 
horses, two wagons well laden with the plunder of Pal¬ 
myra, two drums, and about forty stand of arms, were 
among the “ spoils of victory ” and though Colonel Sum¬ 
ner with his United States troops came down on hearing 
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of the affray, liberated the prisoners, and restored what 
they claimed as their property; the booty taken from 
Palmyra was left and restored to its rightful owners. 
Not one free-state man was killed or badly wounded. 
The wounded Missourians were kindly nursed at Prairie 
City till they were'well enough to travel, when they 
were recommended to resume that wholesome excersise 
—a suggestion which they promptly and gladly heeded. 
Two of those who got away died of their wounds. And, 
though there were many alarms, and a year of marching, 
camping, scouting, riding, after that, to the destruction 
of all industry and progress, Prairie City has seen no 
organized company of border-ruffians at her doors since 
that 2d day of June, 1856. 

The road from that city to Lawrence (fifteen miles) 
passes over a rolling country, mainly prairie, crosses the 
great Santa Fe trail, now horribly cut up by many heavy 
wagons passing in bad weather, then takes over a high 
“ divide” and along a limestone ridge which runs out into 
the valley of the Wakarnsa, and affords a magnificent 
view of the country for an area of twenty miles in each 
direction, with the prairie in good part cultivated, 
gleaming in sunlight on every bend, and the Wakarusa 
with it's belt of timber making its way through them to 
join the Ivaw, with its still larger belt, on the north. 
Spacious mounds or spurs of limestone covered with soil 
and grass rise to a height of two or three hundred feet 
on every side, on one of which, visible for many miles 
on every side, a flag, when raised, used to give warning 
of invasion and danger in the troublous days now hap¬ 
pily passed away. At the base of one of these spurs, 
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by the side of the Ivaw, sits Lawrence, clearly discern¬ 
ible from a distance of ten miles. Descending from the 
ridge, and passing over a lower prairie two or three miles, 
we cross the Wakarusa (a moderate creek, hardly twenty 
yards wide, but very deep and with high, steep banks) 
on a good toll-bridge, traverse its wide, wet bottom, here 
in good part prairie-marsli, and pass over two miles of 
superb prairie into the renowned citadel of free-state 
principle, the first-born of northern resolution that 
Kansas should not be tamely yielded to the slaveholders, 
and which does not deny its parentage. 

Lawrence can only grow with the more thorough de¬ 
velopment of the surrounding country. Across the 
Kaw on the north, a large Indian reservation (the Dela 
ware) impedes its progress, while town-sites, and very 
good ones are so abundant in Kansas, that no location 
but one where navigable water is abandoned for land 
transportation can be of very much account. 1 should 
say Lawrence has now five hundred dwellings and per¬ 
haps five thousand inhabitants; and these figures are 
more likely to be over than under the mark. She has a 
magnificent hotel (the Eldridge House)—the best, I hear, 
between the Missouri and the Sacramento—far better, 
I fear, than its patronage will justify—though it has 
nearly all that Lawrence can give. She is to have a 
great University, for which a part of the funds are 
already provided; but I trust it will be located some 
distance away, so as to give scope for a Model Farm, 
and for a perfect development of the education of the 
brain and the hands together. In our old states, the 
cost of land is always assigned as a reason for not blend- 
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ing labor with study authoritatively and systematically; 
here there can be no such excuse. I trust the establish¬ 
ment of the Lawrence University will not be unduly 
hurried, but that it will be, whenever it does open its 
doors to students, an institution worthy of its name. 

I passed into the town over “ Mount Oread,” a con¬ 
siderable eminence on the south-west, on whoso summit 
the free-state fortress of other days was constructed. 
It is now dilapidated, but is a place of considerable 
natural strength as a defensive position, and, in the 
hands of the grandsons of the men who defended Bun¬ 
ker Hill, would have cost something to whoever might 
have taken it. As it was, the ruffians, though often in 
the neighborhood in overwhelming force, and anxious 
enough for its destruction, never got possession of it but 
once, and then by marching with federal officers at 
their head and federal writs in their pockets. For one, 
I regret that even these were suffered to shield them, 
and thus allow printing-presses to be destroyed and 
houses battered down and burned with impunity. 

I did not speak long in Lawrence, for I trust words 
are not there needed. Her people have had practical 
illustrations of the great 'ssue which divides the coun¬ 
try, and are not likely soon to forget them. Of course, 
her pioneers will die or become dispersed; new men 
will come in or rise up to fill their places, and “ another 
king arose who knew not Joseph,” will find its parallel 
in her future. Thus, among her new-comers is the gen¬ 
tleman who led over one thousand armed Missourians 
from Jackson County in March, 1855, and returned by 
their votes and revolvers pro-slavery men to represent 
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her in the bogus Legislature of that year. lie is, of 
course, an “ Old-Line-Whig” of the Buchanan stripe, 
and will make a first-rate “Free-State Democrat” in 
due season. By-and-by, when the grogshops, already 
too numerous in Lawrence, shall have manufactured or 
attracted thither a sufficient number of ground-tier 
Democrats, and mortified pride or disappointed ambi¬ 
tion shall have wrought its perfect work with quite a 
number of sometime free-state men, he may be chosen 
mayor of the city of his young love, and The Constitu¬ 
tion (or whatever may then be the name of the pro¬ 
slavery organ at "Washington) may announce with guns 
and trumpets that “ National Democracy has triumphed 
at last in the great stronghold of Kansas Abolition.” 
But that will not probably happen just yet. 

While I was is Lawrence, the little steamboat “ Gus 
Linn,” Captain Beasley, came down the Kaw from 
Fort Biley, 6ome thirty miles above the fork of the 
Big Blue, two hundred and thirty-five (I believe) from 
the mouth of the river, and over one hundred in a bee¬ 
line. She reached the fort in a little over two days 
from Kansas City, discharged her cargo, and loaded on 
her way down with corn, whereof Kansas has a large 
surplus of last year’s growth, after supplying this year’s 
heavy emigration to Bike’s Peak. As the Territory has 
little or nothing else to sell, and almost everything to 
buy, she would like to export her corn if she had any 
way by which to get it to the Missouri without costing 
all it will fetch, s'o that this pioneer passage of a steam¬ 
boat above Topeka and Manhattan was hailed with 
general exultation. Her burthen is three hundred tons, 
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and she draws when full but thirty inches (when light, 
scarcely ten), and, in the present stage of water, I pre¬ 
sume she might easily go up to the Falls, twenty miles 
further. Of course, she can only do this to any purpose 
when the water is very high; but, in the absence of 
passable roads, the fact that this river can be navigated 
at all throughout the most thickly-peopled portion of 
Kansas, is of some consequence. 

I left Lawrence by stage on Saturday morning, 
crossing the Kaw by a good ferry directly at the city, 
and rising to a wide and well-timbered bottom on the 
north. It is probably well for Lawrence ultimately that 
this timber is in Indian hands, and therefore sure to be 
preserved for some years, though for the present the 
Reserve is a nuisance to her. Beyond the Kaw bottom, 
stretches beautiful and gently undulating prairie, check¬ 
ered by belts of timber on the creeks which traverse it, 
across the Reserve and beyond, until we begin to de¬ 
scend the Missouri bluffs to Leavenworth. 

Coming to “Turkey Creek,” the passengers were 
turned out (as once or twice before), to lighten the 
coach, which was then driven cautiously through the 
steep-banked ford, while the passengers severally let 
themselves down a perpendicular bank by clinging to a 
tree, and crossed a deep and whirling place above the 
ford, on the vilest log I ever attempted to walk—twisty 
sharp-backed, and every way detestable. One of the 
passengers refused to risk his life on it, but hired one of 
the lazy Indians loafing on the further bank to bring 
over a pony, and let him ride across the ford. At “Big 
Stranger,” we changed coaches with the passengers from 
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Leavenworth—who had been waiting our arrival here 
two hours, and must have been glad to see us—our 
baggage being first taken across the deep, ugly stream 
in a skiff, and the passengers next, either eoacli return¬ 
ing the way it came. We left Lawrence at nearly 10, 
and arrived here (thirty-five miles) about 6 p. m. 

Leavenworth is, of course, much the largest place 
in Kansas, containing (I judge) one thousand houses and 
ten thousand inhabitants. The Fort, three miles up the 
Missouri, is not included in this estimate; though that 
is a city of itself, with extensive barracks, capacious 
store-houses, several companies of soldiers, many fine 
houses for officers, sutlers, etc., and a farm of twelve 
hundred acres, which Uncle Sam cultivates, I presume, 
to much the same profit with other gentlemen who have 
fancy farms and do not oversee them very closely. It 
is a nice place, that Fort, with many excellent people 
about it; but I can’t help asking what it costs, and who 
pays, and whether that little bill might not be some¬ 
what docked without prejudice to the public interest. I 
believe it could. Whenever our people shall have 
grown wise enough to maintain no standing army what¬ 
ever but the barest skeleton of one, to be clothed with 
flesh whenever needed by calling out volunteers, the 
annual expenditures maybe reduced at least one fourth, 
and we may build a railroad to the Pacific with the 
savings of three or four years. 

But Russell, Majors & Waddell’s transportation estab¬ 
lishment, between the fort and the city, is the great 
feature of Leavenworth. Such acres of wagons! such 
pyramids of extra axletrees! such herds of oxen ! such 
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regiments of drivers and other employees! No one 
who does not see can realize how vast a business this is, 
nor how immense are its outlays as well as its income. 
I presume this great firm has at this hour two millions 
of dollars invested in stock, mainly oxen, mules and 
wagons. (They last year employed six thousand team¬ 
sters, and worked forty-five thousand oxen.) Of course, 
they are capital fellows—so are those at the fort—but I 
protest against the doctrine that either army officers or 
army contractors, or both together, may have power to 
fasten slavery on a newly organized territory (as has 
just been done in New-Mexico) under the guise of let¬ 
ting the people of such territories govern themselves. 
Yet this is just what “Squatter Sovereignty,” unmodi¬ 
fied by a fiery anti-slavery agitation in the free-states, 
will in practice amount to. 

Whether the three great cities of America are to be 
New York, St. Louis and Leavenworth, as one set of 
friends seem to think, or New York, St. Louis and 
Atchison, as another set assure me, I do not pretend to 
decide. If Atchison had the start that Leavenworth 
now has, I think she would probably keep it. But not 
having it, you see, alters the case materially. The fort 
is here as a fixed fact; the United States goods are 
landed at the fort; so the trains are made up there; and 
so Leavenworth is Leavenworth, and Atchison (for the 
present) only Atchison. 

1 saw a great mule train started from the fort to-day, 
and another will start soon, filled with one hundred and 
sixty soldiers’ wives and babies, on their way to join their 
husbands in Utah, from whom they have been separated 
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nearly two years. I argue from this fact that Uncle 
Sam expects to have use for his army in Utah for some 
time yet. 

There has been no rain for three days; the sun is 
bright and hot; the prairie-wind from the west is a 
gale; the streams are down—all but “ Big Muddy,” 
which does not give an inch, but rushes by Leavenworth 
almost bank-full and turbid as ever. The roads which 
so lately were mud, are now blowing dust in clouds; 
and there is a fair prospect of settled summer weather. 
I turn my face westward to-morrow. 

3 
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Manhattan, May 24 , 1859 . 

1 left Leavenworth in the Fort Riley stage at 6 a. m. 
on Tuesday, a day in advance of the “ Pike’s Peak Ex¬ 
press,” which crosses the U. S. military road at this 
point, in order to gain time to visit Topeka and Manhat¬ 
tan, and sum np my impressions of Kansas for Tue 
Tribune. Our road from Leavenworth lay over the 
heavy hill westward (which Leavenworth must soon 
cut down or it will cut her down materially), passing 
thence through the rich valley of Salt Creek and over 
a “ divide ” into that of the Stranger, which we forded at 
Easton, a village of thirty to fifty houses, famous for 
border-ruffian outrages and murders in 1856. The 
bluffs of the Stranger are here one to two hundred feet 
high, generally timbered with oak, etc., and so covered 
with limestone bowlders that scarcely more than half 
the ground is visible. These bowlders are generally 
oblong and irregularly flat, making the best of stone¬ 
wall. I am informed that nine rods of capital wall is 
regarded as but a fair week’s work for a good wall- 
builder, working by himself. We pass out of the valley 
just beyond Easton, rising to the slightly rolling prai¬ 
rie ; and henceforth for forty miles to Topeka our way 
lies through a gently heaving sea of grass, with timber 
generally visible along the water-courses on either side. 
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Occasionally, however, we descend from the crest of 
the prairie into a barely perceptible hollow, and now 
nothing but grass and sky are visible, the two meeting 
at the hoiizon on every side. I do not like this region 
quite so well as the more rolling country south of 
Olathe and Prairie City, across Bull Creek and the 
Marais des Cygnes; but it is very fertile, fairly wooded, 
and sufficiently irregular in surface to carry off the 
water and leave few or no marshes or sloughs except in 
the road, where the frequent crossing of unbridged 
water-courses is attended by a jolt and a jerk which 
render a doze dangerous and scarcely possible. In 
riding over such roads, all the pleasure must be drank 
in through the eyes alone. 

We stopped for dinner at the crossing of Grasshopper 
Creek, at the village of Osawkee, once the seat of Jef¬ 
ferson County’s public buildings and a land office, both 
now removed. Grasshopper Falls, I believe, next ob¬ 
tained the coveted distinction of being shire town ; both 
another popular vote removed it thence to Oskaloosa. 
on the road from Leavenworth to Lecompton, on the 
north line of the Delaware Reserve, which still-covers i\ 
good part of Jefferson as well as of Leavenworth and 
Wyandot Counties. Osawkee, now probably four years 
old, is therefore in a state of dilapidation and decay, 
like a good many Kansas cities which figure largely on 
the map. Its business having left it, its great hotel was 
very mysteriously burned, and I presume the insurance 
on it was didy paid. We dined here at a very modest 
but comfortable tavern, kept by a kind and worthy 
Pennsylvania Dutchman, who recognized me from our 
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having met at the Whig National Convention at Har¬ 
risburg, nearly twenty years ago. Bearing south of 
west from -Osawkee, we crossed Rock and Muddy 
Creeks (neither of them more rocky nor muddy than 
the other), and were obliged by the lack of a bridge 
(now being repaired) over Halfday Creek, to keep on 
west to a petty village called Indianola, whence we 
turned a sharp angle through the magnificently fertile 
and admirably timbered bottom of the Raw or Kansas 
to the Topeka ferry, which we reached a little after 
sundown, hut were delayed by a great contractor’s 
train which had been all day crossing, and was likely 
to be a good part of the morrow, so that we did not get 
across and into Topeka till nearly dark. I noticed with 
sorrow that the oxen which draw these great supply- 
wagons are often treated very cruelly, not merely in 
respect to the beating and whaling which every human 
brute delights in bestowing on every live thing over 
which he domineers, but with regard to food and drink. 
Here were cattle that had stood in the yoke all that 
hot, dry day with nothing to eat or drink; and, when 
they came down to the river mad with thirst, they were 
all but knocked down for trying to drink. I was as¬ 
sured that oxen are sometimes kept in the yoke, without 
food or drink, for two days, while making one of these 
river crossings. There can be no excuse for this. Those 
which have long to wait ought to be taken off and 
driven a mile or more if necessary to grass and fed 
there; at all events, they should be watered at least 
twice a day. How can a competent train-master—to 
say nothing of humanity—overlook the policy of this ? 
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The river is here wider than at Lawrence or Wyan 
dot below, is nearly as muddy as the Missouri, and runs 
with a swift current even to its banks. An attempt had 
been made during the day to swim across a drove of 
cattle; but the strong current carried them below the 
ferry landing on the south, whence the steep bank for¬ 
bade their getting out, so that they went down the 
river several miles, and three of them were drowned. 
The experiment of swimming proved wretched economy, 
alike in time and money. 

Topeka is a village of probably one hundred houses 
and one thousand inhabitants, situated on the north line 
of Shawnee County, which has the Sac and Fox Reserve 
on the south, the Potawatamie on the north-west, and 
the Delaware at a little distance on the north-east 
Along the north bank of the river opposite, a party of 
half-breeds have a reserve a mile wide by twenty miles 
long, and I give the good-for-nothing rascals credit for 
admirable judgment in selecting their land. There is 
probably not an acre of their tract that could not be 
made to produce one hundred bushels of shelled corn 
by the application of less labor than would be required 
to produce thir'y bushels on the average in New York 
or New Englar. 1. The soil is a river deposit four to six 
feet deep; the timber large and choice—oak, elm, bass, 
black-walnut, sycamore, etc., with wild grape-vines four 
to six inches through, and a thick undergrowth of 
shrubbery and annuals. I begin to comprehend, though 
I do not excuse, the covetous impatience wherewith 
Indian reservations are regarded by their white neigh- 
bore. 
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Topeka was one of the strongholds of the free-state 
cause throughout the dark days of Kansas. Here as¬ 
sembled the first convention chosen by the people to 
frame a state constitution as a rallying point for de¬ 
fense and mutual protection against the border-ruffian 
usurpation of 1855 ; here the free state legislature, 
peacefully assembled in 1856 to devise and adopt meas¬ 
ures looking to a redress of the unparalleled wrongs and 
outrages under which Kansas was then writhing, was 
dispersed by federal bayonets and cannon; here the 
guns of tho U. S. troops were pointed against a mass¬ 
meeting of the people of Kansas, assembled in the open 
air to devise and adopt measures for the redress of their 
intolerable grievances, and that meeting compelled to 
disperse under penalty of military execution. And here 
I renew my vows of hostility to that federal standing 
army until it shall have been disbanded. It is utterly 
at war with the genius and perilous to the existence of 
republican institutions. The regular soldier is of neces¬ 
sity the blind, passive, mechanical instrument of power. 
If ordered to shoot his own father, he must obey or be 
shot liimsolf. Twice has the French liepublic been 
crushod by Bonapartcan usurpation—crushed by the 
bayonets of a standing army pointed at the breasts of 
her faithful legislators. A republic whoso citizens are 
not willing to do their own fighting—all that is neces¬ 
sary and proper—but must have a standing army to do 
it for them, lies at the mercy of any bold, unscrupulous 
adventurer who can work his way to the command or 
the favor of that army. I trust ours is near its end. 

After greeting friends and speaking in Topeka, I 
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learned with surprise that the stage for Fort Riley 
would start at three in the morning, leaving but a nar¬ 
row margin for sleep. On rising, however, I found that 
the high wind would not allow us to cross the river yet, 
and it was nearly six o’clock when we actually started. 

We had now enjoyed three dry, bright, warm days, 
which had turned most of the mire of the roads to a sort 
of adobe , or sun-burned brick, though enough still re¬ 
mained in sunken holes and brook-crossings to remind 
us of what had been. But the lightning had flashed, 
and the clouds gathered throughout the night; and, as 
we drove out through Indianola and took the military 
road westward, the thunder gave indications of the 
shower which burst upon us a little before nine o’clock 
and poured till eleven, turning the brick of the road to 
mire again. And, though the rain ceased, the day re¬ 
mained sullen and lowering, with transient glimpses of 
weak sunshine, to the end. 

Our route lay for thirty miles through the Potawat- 
amie Reserve, and was no longer encumbered with great 
army supply-trains, as they were either north of us on 
the California trail to Laramie, or south on the road 
crossing at Topeka and leading to Fort Union and Santa 
Fe. A few of the wagons we passed this day may have 
been heading for Forts Riley and Kearney; while “Pike’s 
Peakers,” both going out, and returning disheartened, 
were in considerable numbers. I do not see how those 
returning could well resist the temptation to halt and 
make claims, as I hear many have done, generally seek¬ 
ing them in the south part of the territory, where spec¬ 
ulation has been less rampant than in the vicinity of the 
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Kaw. "With a wagon-load of provisions and three or 
four yoke of oxen, a squatter might, even yet, by the 
help of a good plow, get in twenty acres of sod-com 
this season, cut hay for winter, and break a glorious 
breadth of prairie before hard frost could stop him next 
fall. Whoever does this judiciously and resolutely will 
have reason for gratitude to Pike’s Peak, even though 
he never see the color of its gold nor get nearer to it 
than the Big Blue. 

We traveled all day with the timber of the Kaw vis¬ 
ible on the south, sometimes quite near us, then one to 
two or three miles distant. Our road lay for a conside¬ 
rable distance along the bank of what seemed a deserted 
bed of the river, which has since made a new and deeper 
channel more to the south. At one point this old bed 
is so deep that it still retains water, and now figures as 
a narrow lake. We traversed the prairie, of course, 
except where it was cut by the creeks coming down from 
the north to lose themselves in the Kaw. The Soldier, 
the Red Yermillion, and another Rock Creek, were the 
principal of these streams. Our road passed St. Mary’s 
(Catholic) Mission, where there is quite an Indian vil¬ 
lage and a very large improvement, which I guess white 
men were paid to make. Yet, whether to their credit 
or otherwise, I believe the truth cannot fairly be dis¬ 
puted, that Catholic Missions have been more successful 
in establishing a permanent influence over Indians than 
any others, except, perhaps, those of the Moravians. 

At the Red Yermillion—still on the Potawatamie Re¬ 
serve, but near its western edge—we dined; the land¬ 
lady a half-breed—the dinner the hardest I ever vet 
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paid half a dollar for. Doubtless, however, my eyes 
will he opened to an appreciation of cold liog and corn 
dodger as delicacies, long before they are blessed with a 
sight of the Sacramento. 

A wide, marshy bottom—over which each charioteer 
seeks an untraversed path, since a rut buries him so much 
deeper in the mire—lies just west of the Vermillion 
(which, with two or three other steep-banked streams, 
we crossed on Indian toll-bridges, cheaply built and very 
profitable to their owners;) whence the land rises into 
rolling sandy ridges, some of them thinly wooded up 
their sides with white and burr-oak. Thence we strike 
the old-fashioned deep, black prairie again—most invi¬ 
ting to the cultivator, but not so grateful to the traveler, 
just after a soaking rain—and, passing the stakes and 
ruinous cabin or so of one or two still-born cities, we 
each the Big Blue, which here joins the Kansas from the 
north. It is nearly as wide as the Kansas or Kaw at 
Lawrence, but of course neither so swift nor so deep. It 
is far clearer, even just after a heavy shower, than the 
Kansas; as is strikingly evinced at and below the junc¬ 
tion, where the two streams run for some distance side 
by side in the same channel without mingling. 

The Big Blue rises near the Platte, in what is now 
Nebraska, but which will be included in Kansas if the 
Platte is made her northern boundary, as it seems 
likely to be. Its general course is a little east of south; 
its length one hundred and fifty miles. I understand 
that there is a good deal of settlement already along its 
course and on its tributaries, though I judge from the 
relative purity of its water that some part of this region 
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must be less fertile than those of Kansas I have 
seen. 

Manhattan is an embryo city of perhaps one hundred 
houses, of which several were unroofed and three or four 
utterly destroyed by a tornado on the wild night I passed 
at Atchison (15th inst.) So violent w T as the tempest, 
that a large sign-board was carried across the Blue and 
thrown down fully half a mile from the spot at which it 
was taken up; and other heavy articles were swept 
away which have not since been found. Several fami¬ 
lies deprived of home and shelter by the hurricane are 
temporarily lodged in the basement of the new hotel 
just erected here—a three-story building 55 by 33, with 
limestone -walls and black-walnut finishing—an estab¬ 
lishment of which there is urgent need. The embryo 
city is located on the flat, deep bottom in the forks of 
the rivers, with a high limestone bluff, affording capital 
material for building, just behind it. The Kansas comes 
hither from the south-west, and has Fort Riley and its 
large military reservation fifteen miles distant on its 
north bank, with the intended city of Ogden just east 
and “Junction City” just west of it, at the forks of the 
Kansas, whence its more northerly branch is known as 
the Republican, and its more southerly as the Smoky 
Hill. 

At Junction City, is a newspaper—the most westerly, 
I presume, in Kansas, apart from the Pike’s Peak re¬ 
gion—founded and kept alive by an army sutler, and 
of course “Democratic” in its inculcations. In opposi¬ 
tion to it, The Manhattan Express is about to be issued 
here by M. Yivalde, an Italian exile and a devotee of 
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universal liberty, who will of course sustain the repub¬ 
lican cause. I commend him and his journal to the 
confidence and patronage of all who would like a weekly 
bulletin from the Far West. I spoke here last evening 
in the midst of another gathering tempest, which burst 
in rain as I closed, and it continued to flash and roll all 
night, with considerable rain, and is cloudy and blowing 
a gale to-day. I fear we shall be stopped by high water 
on the plains. 

I had hoped to sum up my impressions of Kansas in 
this letter, but that would make it too long. Let me 
close with an incident which is currently reported 
throughout this region as having recently taken place 
at a crossing of the Big Blue, known as Marysville (of 
course not the Marysville of Bull Creek), some sixty 
miles north of this place: 

A party of disheartened gold-seekers, it is said, were 
returning from the plains, and came to this ferry, which 
they insisted on crossing without payment, saying they 
had no money. The ferryman refused to take them 
over until paid—(another account says he asked them 
an exorbitant price)—when they attempted to take his 
boat and put themselves across—whereupon he drew 
his revolver, they drawing almost at the same instant. 
He was of course riddled with balls, and fell dead, but 
not till he had either killed or severely wounded five of 
his assailants. 

One more illustration of border life: A quarrel re¬ 
cently arose about a “ claim ”—that fruitful source of 
frays and lawsuits in new settlements—on one of the 
creeks a few miles from this place. The stronger party, 
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composed of several who are known here as bad fellows, 
told the resident he must leave, which he, in fear for his 
life, consented to do. His wife, however, more resolute, 
resolved to hold possession, and bade them defiance, 
turning as she did so to go into the house and bar the 
door. As she turned, she was fired at and fatally 
wounded. She died two hours thereafter, having first 
made a statement of the affair, which was taken down 
from her dying lips. The adverse party came down at 
once to the nearest justice and told their story, expect¬ 
ing to clear their leader, who fired the fatal shot; but 
the justice, after hearing them through, considered that 
it implicated the whole party (five), and consequently 
held them to answer to the charge of murder. 
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Manhattan, May 26 , 1859 . 

I like Kansas—that is, natural Kansas—better than I 
had expected to. The soil is richer and deeper; the 
timber is more generally diffused; the country more 
rolling, than I had supposed them. There are of course 
heavy drawbacks in remoteness from the seaboard, 
heavy charges for bulky goods, low prices for produce, 
Indian reserves, and the high price of good lumber. 
For instance, pine boards used in building at this place 
came from Alleghany County, 1ST. Y., and were rafted 
down some mill-stream to the Alleghany, thence down 
the Alleghany to Pittsburgh, and the Ohio to Cairo; 
were thence taken up the Missouri to St. Louis, the 
Missouri to Kansas City, and the Kansas to this place, 
which has but twice or thrice been reached by a steam¬ 
boat. When here, they were dog cheap at one hundred 
dollars per thousand superficial feet, or ten cents for 
every square foot. In the absence of steamboat naviga¬ 
tion on the Kansas, they must here be richly worth one 
hundred and twenty-five dollars per thousand feet. 
And, while there is pretty good timber here for other 
purposes, there is little—and that mainly black-walnut 
—that will make good boards. The ready cotton wood 
along the banks of the streams cuts easily, but warps so 
when seasoned that it will draw the nails otit of the 
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side of a house. Elm is of course equally perverse; and 
I have seen few indigenous boards that were not either 
black-walnut or oak. But much of the oak is small, 
short, and gnarly; while the black-walnut is likely to 
be exhausted. I see young ones coming up thickly in 
some of the river bottoms; but these have much to con¬ 
tend with, and will not at best be large enough to saw 
for many years. No doubt, the timber of Kansas in¬ 
creases each year, and will increase still faster as roads 
and improvements are multiplied, limiting the sweep of 
the prairie-fires; but it will always cost more to build a 
decent house of wood in the interior of Kansas than in 
any part of New York or New England—I think twice 
as much. This is a heavy tax on a new country, where 
not only houses but barns are a general, primary, and 
pressing need. 1 rejoice to see the new timber creeping 
up the bluffs of the streams; I note with pleasure that 
much of this is hickory and some of it wliite-asli; I 
doubt not that there will always be wood enough here 
for fencing and fuel; but if the Pike’s Peak region can 
send a good lot of pine lumber (even yellow-pine) down 
the Platte and the Arkansas, it will be worth more to 
Kansas than all her gold. 

I consider Kansas well watered—no prairie-state 
better. I do not confine this remark to the present, 
when everything is flooded, and likely to be more so. I 
mean that springs, streams, creeks, rivers, are quite 
universal. For my own private drinking, I should like 
a supply not so much impregnated with lime; but, for 
limestone water, this is generally quite good. 

And the limestone itself is among the chief blessings 
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of Kansas. I presume it underlies every foot of her 
soil I have yet traversed, with nearly every square mile 
that will be comprised within the state of Kansas. Yon 
see it cropping out from almost every bluff; it lies 
thickly strewn in bowlders over the surface of every 
headland or promontory that makes out into the bot¬ 
toms, low prairies, or ravines; so that if you want to 
use it, it is always to be drawn (or rolled) down hill. 
Though not here needed as a fertilizer, it can every¬ 
where be quarried with little labor into building-stone, 
or burned for use in putting up chimneys and plastering 
walls. Though somewhat decomposed (I presume, by 
the action of water upon it through thousands of years) 
and readily cleaving into blocks of suitable size for 
house-walls, it is said to harden by exposure to the 
atmosphere, and make a very durable wall. It is the 
constant though unobserved decomposition of this stone 
that has contributed so largely to the fertility of this 
soil, and now countervails the enormous waste through 
the rivers. I presume all the guano imported yearly 
into our country does not equal in fertilizing value the 
annual outflow from the Kansas river alone. 

I judge that Indian corn can be grown here as 
cheaply as anywhere on earth. Thousands of acres last 
year produced their hundred bushels of shelled grain 
per acre, at a very moderate cost for labor and none at 
all for manure. An extensive farmer, who grew many 
thousands of bushels near Leavenworth, assured me that 
the cost of his corn, cribbed in the ear, was just six 
cents per bushel of ears, equal to nine cents per bushel 
of grain—three half bushels of ears of the great Ohio 
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kind here cultivated making a bushel of grain. Of 
course, this estimate excludes the cost of land, breaking, 
and fencing; but, making a fair allowance for these, the 
net cost of that corn cannot have exceeded twenty cents 
per bushel. I presume it would now sell in his crib for 
forty cents, while here in the interior it is worth from 
twenty-five to thirty-five cents per bushel. 

I met at Osawatamie an old Whig and now Ilepub- 
lican friend who left New York City (where he had 
been an industrious mechanic) and settled between 
Lawrence and Topeka two years ago. He had last year 
eighty acres in corn, which yielded four thousand bush¬ 
els, worth to him thirty-five or forty cents per bushel. 
His clear profit on this corn, above the immediate cost 
of growing it, can hardly have been less than one thou¬ 
sand dollars. He will grow more this year, with wheat, 
potatoes, etc.; yet he is one of a class who are popularly 
supposed incapable of making money by farming. I 
suspect few life-long farmers of similar means will have 
good buildings over their heads and fruit-trees and other 
elements of material comfort around them sooner than 
my friend. 

Wheat and oats did badly last year, owing to the heavy 
summer rains which rusted and blighted them. Too 
little of either have been sown for this year’s harvest, 
yet I find both winter and spring wheat looking re¬ 
markably well almost everywhere. Oats are scarcely 
more than out of the ground; yet they, too, promise 
well, so far as can now be foreseen. 

But an unpleasant truth must be stated: There are 
too majiy idle, shiftless people in Kansas. I speak not 
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here of lawyers, gentlemen speculators, and other non- 
producers, who are in excess here as elsewhere; I allude 
directly to those who call themselves settlers, and who 
would be farmers if they were anything. To see a man 
squatted on a quarter-section in a cabin which would 
make a fair hog-pen, but is unfit for a human habita¬ 
tion, and there living from hand to mouth by a little of 
this and a little of that, with hardly an acre of prairie 
broken (sometimes without a fence up), with no garden, 
no fruit-trees, “no nothing”—waiting for some one to 
come along and buy out his “ claim ” and let him move 
on to repeat the operation somewhere else—this is 
enough to give a cheerful man the horrors. Ask the 
squatter what he means, and he can give you a hundred 
good excuses for his miserable condition: he has no 
breaking-team ; he has little or no good rail-timber; he 
has had the “ shakeshis family have been sick; he 
lost two years and some stock by the border-ruffians, 
etc., etc. But all this don’t overbear the facts that, if 
Tie has no good timber, some of his neighbors have it in 
abundance, and would be very glad to have him work 
part of it into rails on shares at a fair rate; and if he 
has no breaking-team, he can hire out in haying' and 
harvest, and get nearly or quite two acres broken next 
month for every faithful week’s work he chooses to give 
at that busy season. The poorest man ought thus to be 
able to get ten acres broken, fenced, and into crop, each 
year. For poor men gradually hew farms out of heavy 
timber, where every fenced and cultivated acre has cost 
twice to thrice the work it does here. 

And it is sad to note that hardly half the settlers make 
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any sort of provision for wintering their cattle, even by 
cutting a stack of prairie-hay, when every good day’s 
work w r ill put up a ton of it. If he has a corn-field, the 
squatter’s cattle are welcome to pick at that all winter; 
if he has none, they must go into the bottoms and browse 
through as best they can. Hence his calves are misera¬ 
ble affairs ; his cows unfit to make butter from till the 
best of the season is over; his oxen, should he have a 
pair, must be recruiting from their winter’s famine just 
when he most urgently needs their work. And this ex¬ 
posing cattle all winter to these fierce prairie-winds, is 
alike inhuman and wasteful. I asked a settler the other 
day how he could do it? “I had no time to make a 
shelter for them.” “But had you no Sundays?—did 
you not have these at your disposal ?” “ O, yes ? I don’t 

work Sundays.” “ Well, you should have worked every 
one of them, rather than let your cattle shiver in the 
cold blasts all winter—it would have been a work of 
humanity and mercy to cut and haul logs, get up a cattle- 
stall, and cover it with prairie-hay, which I will warrant 
to be more religious than any thing you did on those 
Sundays.” But the squatter was of a different opinion. 

Iiow a man located in a little squalid cabin on one of 
these rich “ claims” can sleep moonlit nights under the 
average circumstances of his class, passes my compre¬ 
hension. I should want to work moderately but reso¬ 
lutely, at least fourteen hours of each secular day, until 
I had made myself comfortable, with a fence around at 
least eighty acres, a quarter of this partitioned off for 
my working cattle, a decent, warm shelter to cover them 
in cold or stormy weather, a tolerable habitation for 
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my family, at least forty acres in crop, and a young or¬ 
chard growing. For one commencing with next to 
nothing, I estimate this as the work of five years ; after 
which, he might take things more easily, awaiting the 
fruit from his orchard and the coming up of his boys to 
help him. But for the first four or five years, the poor 
pioneer should work every hour that he does not abso¬ 
lutely need for rest. Every hour’s work then will savo 
him many hours in after life. 

For the farmer who comes in with liberal means, the 
task is obviously much easier. Let us suppose one to 
be worth $5,000 the day he lands on the Kansas shore 
of the Missouri, and see how quickly he can make a 
farm and a home. He arrives, we will say, in August, 
when he can see just what the country produces, whether 
in a state of nature or under cultivation. He buys a 
quarter-section (which is land enough for any man) in a 
choice locality, including thirty or forty acres of timbered 
river or creek bottom, say for $10 per acre, charges 
$1,000 of the $1,600 thus called for to the account of 
the pro-slavery democracy, for defeating the free land 
bill, and sets to work, with two good hired men. He 
buys five yoke of oxen for a breaking-team, a span of 
good wagon-horses, a cow in fresh milk, and three heifers 
which will be cows next spring, puts up a cabin that 
will just do, and is ready to commence breaking by 
the 1st of September. As his men break, he follows 
with the horses, sowing and harrowing in wheat so long 
as that will answer, but does not stop breaking till the 
ground is frozen. Kow he begins to cut and draw tim¬ 
ber for a fitter habitation to which to welcome his fam- 
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ily in the spring. Having done this, he gets good me¬ 
chanics to finish it, while he and his men go to work at 
fencing, by cutting saw-logs for light, narrow boards, if 
there be a saw-mill convenient; if not, then by cutting 
for and splitting rails. So sogn as the dryest land will 
answer for it, he begins to put in spring wheat, then 
oats, then corn, putting up fence whenever the soil is too 
wet for plowing. Let him not forget to have a few 
acres seasonably set in fruit-trees, some of them dwarfs 
for early bearing. Thus his money will not have been 
exhausted by the ensuing fall, when he will have crops 
coming in and more than a hundred acres of his land 
broken and subdued for future cultivation. I see no 
reason why a resolute, good manager should not be com¬ 
fortable after his first year or two, and henceforth take 
the world as easily as need be. He who comes in with 
but $2,000, $1,000 or $500, must of course be much 
longer in working his way to a position of comfort and 
independence; but if he will work right ahead, wasting 
neither days nor dollars, and keeping clear of specula¬ 
tion and office-seeking, he can hardly fail to do well. 

As to the infernal spirit of land speculation and mo¬ 
nopoly, I think no state ever suffered from it more 
severely than this. The speculators in broadcloth are 
not one whit more rapacious or pernicious than the spec¬ 
ulators in rags, while the latter are forty times the more 
numerous. Land speculation here is about the only 
business in which a man can embark with no other cap¬ 
ital than an easy conscience. For example: I rode up 
the bluffs back of Atchison, and out three or four miles 
on the high rolling prairie, so as to have some fifteen to 
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twenty square miles in view at one glance. On all this 
inviting area, there were perhaps half a dozen poor or 
middling habitations, while not one acre in each hun¬ 
dred was fenced or broken. My friend informed me 
that every rood I saw was “ preempted,” and held at. 
thirty up to a hundred dollars or more per acre. “ Pre¬ 
empted 1” I exclaimed; how preempted ? by living or 
lying ?” “ Well,” he responded, “ they live a little and 

lie a little.” I could see abundant evidence of the lying, 
none at all of the living. To obtain a preemption, the 
squatter must swear that he actually resides on the quar¬ 
ter-section he applies for, has built a habitation and 
made other improvements there, and wants the land for 
his own use and that of his family. The squatters who 
took possession of these lands must every one have com¬ 
mitted gross perjury in obtaining preemption—and so it 
is all over the territory, wherever a tot is supposed likely 
to sell soon for more than the minimum price. I heard 
of one case in which a squatter carried a martin-box on 
to a quarter-section, and on the strength of that martin- 
box, swore that he had a house there “eighteen by 
twenty”—he left the officer to presume the feet. So it 
is all over; the wretched little slab shanty which has 
sufficed to swear by on one “ claim,” is now moved off 
and serves to swear bv on another, when the first swear¬ 
ing is dona. I am confident there is not at this hour 
any kind of a house or other s : gn of improvement on 
one-fourth of the quarter-sections throughout Kansas 
which have been secured by preemption. The squatter 
who thus establishes a “ claim” sells it out, so soon as 
practicable, to some speculator, who follows in his wake, 
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getting from $50 to $300 for that which the future bona- 
fide settler will be required to pay $250 to $1,500 for. 
Such, in practical operation, is the system designed and 
ostensibly calculated to shield the poor and industrious 
settlers from rapacity and extortion: but which, in fact, 
operates to oppress and plunder the real settler—to pay 
a premium on perjury—to foster and extend speculation 
—to demoralize the people, paralyze industry and im¬ 
poverish the country. 

But the fierce, chilly gale has blown away the tempest 
of last night*—the clouds fly scattered and brassy—it 
is time to look for the Leavenworth Express, whereof 
two stages west from this point will bear me beyond the 
bounds of settlement and civilized life. Adieu to friend¬ 
ly greetings and speakings ! Adieu for a time to pen 
and paper! Adieu to bed-rooms and wash-bowls! 
Adieu (let me hope) to cold rains and flooded rivers! 
Hurrah for Pike’s Peak! 


* There was a heavy snow storm that night at Denver, and throughou' 
its vicinity. 







VI. 


ON THE PLAINS. 

Station 9, Pike’s Peak Express Co., ) 

Pipe Creek, May 28, 1859. ) 

I was detained at Manhattan nearly a day longer than 
I had expected to be by high water. Wildcat, five 
miles west, and Rock Creek, seventeen miles east, were 
both impassable on Thursday, so that an express-wagon 
from Pike’s Peak was stopped behind the former, while 
five mail-coaches and express-wagons faced each other 
through part of Thursday and all of Thursday night 
across the latter. Rext morning, however, each stream 
had run out, so that they could be forded, and at one 
p. m. I took my seat in the Pike’s Peak express, and 
again moved westward. 

Our way was still along the United States military 
road, crossing Wildcat, now a reasonable stream, and 
winding for some miles over rugged, thin-soiled lime¬ 
stone hills, then striking down south-westward into the 
prairie bottom of the Kansas, which is as rich as land 
need be. A few miles of this brought us to Ogden, a 
land-oifice city of thirty or forty houses, some of them 
well built of stone. Just beyond this begins the Fort 
Riley reservation, a beautiful tract of prairie and timber 
stretching for four or five miles along the northern bank 
of the Kansas, and including the sad remains of Pawnee 
City, at which Gov. Reeder summoned the first (bogus) 
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legislature of Kansas to meet—then fifty to one hundred 
miles westward of anywhere. They obeyed the sum¬ 
mons, but forthwith adjourned to Shawnee Mission, a 
pro-slavery stronghold on the Missouri border. Pawnee 
City is now of the things that were. 

Fort Riley is a position which does credit to the taste 
of whoever selected it. It is on high, rolling prairie, 
with the Kansas on the south, the Republican on the 
west, heavy limestone bluffs on the north, and the best 
timber in middle or western Kansas all around. The 
barracks are comfortable, the hospital large and well 
placed, the officers’ quarters spacious and elegant, and 
the stables most extensive and admirable. I hear that 
two millions of Uncle Sam’s money have been expended 
in making these snug arrangements, and that the oats 
largely consumed here have often cost three dollars per 
bushel. I have seen nothing else at all comparable to 
this in the way of preparations for passing life agreeably 
since I left the Missouri. 

We here crossed by a rope ferry the Republican or 
northern fork of the Kansas, which, like the Big Blue, 
twenty-five miles back, seems nearly as large as the 
Kansas at its mouth, though the Smoky Hill, or southern 
fork at this point, is said to be the largest of the three. 
We met at the ferry a number of families, w’itli a large 
herd of cattle, migrating from south-western Missouri to 
California, and crossing here to take the road,up the 
right bank of the Republican to Fort Kearney and so to 
Laramie. They had exhausted their patience in trying 
to swim their cattle, and would hardly be able to get 
them all ferried over till next day. All day, as on pre- 
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ceding days, we had been meeting ox-wagons loaded 
with disheartened Pike’s Peakers, returning to their 
homes, but some of them going down into southern 
Kansas in search of “ claims.” Most of those we inter¬ 
rogated said they had been out as far as Fort Kearney 
(some two hundred miles further, I believe), before they 
were turned back by assurances that Pike’s Peak is a 
humbug. 

Across the Republican, between it and the Smoky 
Hill, is Junction City, as yet the most western village 
in Kansas, save that another has been started some fifty 
miles up the Smoky Hill. We stopped here for the 
night, and I talked republicanism in the church for an 
hour or so. Junction has a store, two hotels, and some 
thirty or fortj r dwellings, one of which is distinguished 
for its age, having been erected so long ago as 1858. A 
patriotic Junctioner excused his city for not possessing 
something which I inquired for, but which its rival, 
Manhattan, was supposed to have; “ for said he, “ Man¬ 
hattan is three years old.” As Junction is hardly a year 
old yet, the relative antiquity of Manhattan, and the re¬ 
sponsibilities therein involved, were indisputable. Junc¬ 
tion is the center of a fine agricultural region, though 
timber is not so abundant here as I wish it were. This 
region is being rapidly shingled with “ claims I hope 
it is likewise to be filled with settlers—though that does 
not always follow. Our landlord (a German) had tried 
California; then Texas; and now he is trying Kansas, 
which seems to agree with him. 

We started again at six this morning, making a little 
north of west, and keeping the narrow belts of timber 
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along the Republican and the Smoky Hill respectively 
in full view for several miles on either side, until the 
streams diverged so far that we lost them in the bound¬ 
less sea of grass. A mile or two of progress carried us 
beyond any road but that traced only this spring for the 
Pike’s Peak expresses; for ten miles onward, no house, 
no field, no sign of human agency, this road and a few 
United States surveyors’ stakes excepted, was visible; 
at length we came to where a wretched cabin and an 
acre or so of broken and fenced prairie showed what a 
pioneer had been doing through the last two or three 
years, and beside it was a tavern—the last, I presume, 
this side of Pike’s Peak. It consisted of a crotched 
stake which, with the squatter’s fence aforesaid, support¬ 
ed a ridge-pole, across which some old sail-cloth was 
drawn, hanging down on either side, and forming a 
cabin some six by eight feet, and perhaps from three to 
five and a half feet high—large enough to contain two 
whisky-barrels, two decanters, several glasses, three or 
four cans of pickled oysters and two or three boxes of 
sardines, but nothing of the bread kind whatever. The 
hotel-keeper probably understood his business better 
than we did, and had declined to dissipate his evidently 
moderate capital by investing any part of it in articles 
not of prime necessity. Our wants being peculiar, we 
could not trade with him, but, after an interchange of 
courtesies, passed on. 

Two miles further, we crossed, by a bad and difficult 
ford, “Chapman’s Creek,” running south to the Smoky 
Hill, bordered by a thin streak of timber, and meander¬ 
ing through a liberal valley of gloriously rich prairie. 
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Here we passed the last settler on our road to Pike’s 
Peak. He has been here two or three years; has 
seventy-five acres fenced and broken, grew three thou¬ 
sand bushels of corn last year, has a fine stock of horses 
and cattle about him, with at least eight tow-headed 
children under ten years old. His house, judged super¬ 
ficially, would be dear at fifty dollars, but' I think he 
neither needs nor wishes to be pitied. 

Our road bore hence north of west, up the left bank 
of Chapman’s Creek, on which, twenty-three miles from 
Junction, we halted at “Station 8,” at 11 a. m., to 
change mules and dine. (This station should be five 
miles further on, and three or four miles further south, 
but cannot be for want of wood and water.) There is, of 
course, no house here, but two small tents and a brush 
arbor furnish accommodations for six to fifteen persons, 
as the case may be. A score of mules are picketed 
about on the rich grass; there is a rail-pen for the two 
cows; of our landlady’s two sun-browned children (girls 
of ten and six respectively) one was born in Missouri, 
the other at Laramie. I was told that their father was 
killed by Indians, and that the station-keeper is her 
second husband. She gave us an excellent dinner of 
bacon and greens, good bread, apple-sauce and pie, and 
would have given us butter had we passed a few days 
later; but her cows, just arrived, have been over-driven, 
and need a few days rest and generous feeding. The 
water was too muddy—the prejudices of education 
would not permit me to drink it—the spring being sub¬ 
merged by the high water of the brook, which was the 
only remaining resource. She apologized for making 
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us eat in her narrow tent rather than under her brush 
arbor, saying that the last time she set the table there 
the high prairie-wind made a clean sweep of table 
cloth and all upon it, breaking several of her not abun¬ 
dant dishes. I have rarely made a better dinner, though 
the violent rain of the second previous night came nigh 
drowning out the whole concern. 

We were in the wagon again a few minutes before 
noon (the hours kept on the Plains are good), for we 
had thirty-five miles yet to make to-day, which, with a 
mule team require a long afternoon. True, the roads 
are harder here, less cut up, less muddy, than in Eastern 
Kansas; but few men think how much up and down is 
saved them in traveling over a civilized region by 
bridges and causeways over water-courses. We still 
kept north of west for several miles, so as to cling to 
the high “divide ” between Chapman’s Creek and Solo¬ 
mon’s Fork (another tributary of the Smoky Hill) so far 
as possible. Soon we saw our first antelope, and, in 
the course of the afternoon, five others; but not one of 
them seemed to place a proper estimate on the value 
of our society. Two of them started up so near us as to 
be for a moment within possible rifle-shot; but they 
widened the gap between us directly. We crossed 
many old buffalo-trails and buffalo-heads nearly reduced 
to the skeleton, but no signs that buffalo have been so 
far east this season. Two or three of the larger water¬ 
courses we crossed had here and there a cotton-wood 
or stunted elm on its banks, but the general dearth of 
timber is fearful, and in a dry season there can be little 
or no water on this long thirty-five miles. But it must 
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be considered that our route avoids the streams, and of 
course the timber, to the utmost. The creek on which 
we are encamped (a branch of Solomon’s) is now a fair' 
mill-stream, but in a dry time might doubtless be run 
through a nine-inch ring. It has considerable wood on 
its banks—say a belt averaging ten rods in width. 

Twenty miles back, the rock suddenly changed en¬ 
tirely from the universal limestone of Kansas, east of 
Chapman’s Creek to a decaying red sandstone; the 
soil hence becomes sandy and much thinner; the grass 
is also less luxuriant, though in some places still good. 
For acres, especially on the higher ridges, there is little 
or no soil; rock in place or slightly disturbed nearly 
covering the surface. Through all this region, the furi¬ 
ous rains, rushing off in torrents without obstruction, 
have worn wide and devious water-courses, but they 
are neither deep enough nor permanently wet enough 
to shelter timber. I reckon “claims” will not be 
greedily hunted nor bought at exorbitant prices here¬ 
abouts for some years yet. 

Our hostess for the night has two small tents, as at 
No. 8, and gave us a capital supper, butter included; 
but she and her two children alike testify that, in one 
of the drenching thunder-storms so frequent of late, 
they might nearly as well have been out on the prairie, 
and that sleeping under such a visitation is an art only 
to be acquired by degrees. They have a log-cabin 
going up, I am happy to say. Their tents were first 
located on the narrow bottom of the creek; but a 
rapidly rising flood compelled them, a few nights since, 
to scramble out, and move them to a higher bench of 
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prairie. It would have been pitiful to have been turned 
out so, only the shelter they were enjoying was good 
for nothing. 

I believe I have now descended the ladder of artificial 
life nearly to its lowest round. If the Cheyennes— 
thirty of whom stopped the last express down on the 
^ route we must traverse, and tried to beg or steal from 
it—shall see fit to capture and strip us, we shall proba¬ 
bly have further experience in the same line; but for 
the present the progress I have made during the last 
fortnight toward the primitive simplicity of human 
existence may be roughly noted thus: 

May 12 th. — Chicago .—Chocolate and morning news¬ 
papers last seen on the breakfast-table. 

23 d. — Leavenworth. —Room-bells and baths make 
their final appearance. 

2Mh. — Topeka. —Beef-steak and wash-bowls (other 
than tin) last visible. Barber ditto. 

2Qth. — Manhattan .—Potatoes and eggs last recog¬ 
nized among the blessings that “ brighten as they take 
their flight.” chairs ditto. 

27th.—Junction City .—Last visitation of a boot-black, 
with dissolving views of a board bedroom. Beds bid 
us good-by. 

28 th.—Pipe Greek .—Benches for seats at meals have 
disappeared, giving place to bags and boxes. We (two 
passengers of a scribbling turn) write our letters in the 
express-wagon that has borne us by day, and must sup¬ 
ply us lodgings for the night. Thunder and lightning 
from both south and west give strong promise of a 





ON THE PLAINS. 


79 


shower before morning. Dubious looks at several holes 
in the canvas covering of the wagon. Our trust, under 
Providence, is in buoyant hearts and an India-rubber 
blanket. Good-night. 
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THE HOME OF THE BUFFALO. 

Station 11, Pike’s Peak Express, ) 
Clear Creek, May 29, 1859. ) 

I ceased writing No. YI. last night at midnight at 
Station 9—the storm, which had been threatened since 
dark, just bursting in wind and rain. The wind was a 
gale, but upset neither tents nor wagons; the rain fell 
for about an hour, then ceased, though a little more fell 
this morning, and we have had thunder and lightning 
at intervals through the day, and have it still, threaten¬ 
ing showers before dawn. We rose early from our 
wagon-bed this morning, had breakfast at six, and soon 
bade adieu to Pipe Creek, with its fringe of low elms 
and cotton-woods, such as thinly streak all the streams 
we have passed to-day that are large enough to protect 
timber from prairie-fires. Yery soon, we were off the 
sandstone upon limestone again, which has been the 
only rock visible for the last forty miles, and this but 
sparingly. The soil is of course improved, but I think 
not equal to that of Eastern Kansas. The face of the 
country is slightly rolling—in one place, a level prairie 
eleven miles wide—but even this is cut and washed out 
by shallow water-courses, probably dry a good part of 
each summer. We have crossed many streams to-day, 
all making south for Solomon’s Fork, which has 
throughout been from two to six miles from us on our 
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left, its narrow belt of timber constantly sending ont 
longer or shorter spurs np the creeks which feed it on 
either side. The route has been from fifty to two hun¬ 
dred feet above the bed of the Fork, keeping out of all 
bottoms and marshes, but continually cut by water¬ 
courses, often with abrupt banks and miry beds, in one 
of which only were we stalled until an extra span of 
mules was sent from the other wagon to our aid. (The 
express-wagons always go in pairs, for reciprocal aid 
and security.) I presume all the timber we have passed 
through since we left the Republican at Junction (and 
we are now one hundred and ten miles from it by our 
route, and perhaps one hundred in a straight line), 
would not form a belt half a mile wide, with but a few 
white-oaks to render it of any value except for fuel. A 
low, long-limbed, twisty elm, forms three-fourths of all 
the wood we have seen this side of Junction; the resi¬ 
due is mainly cotton-wood. The streams are usually 
clear, except where riled by recent showers, and springs 
are not infrequent. If well timbered, this country 
would be rather inviting. It is largely covered with 
the dead stalks of the wild sunflower, which is said to 
indicate a good soil for corn. The sunflower plant has 
not started this season. 

On rising our first ridge this morning, a herd of buf¬ 
falo was seen grazing on the prairie some three miles 
toward the Solomon; soon, more were visible; then 
others. At length, a herd of pe^aps a hundred ap¬ 
peared on the north—the only one we saw on that side 
of our road during the day. Having been observed, 
they were heading down the valley of a small creek 
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toward the Solomon. Just then, the tents and wagons 
of a body of encamped Pike’s Peakers appeared right 
across a little creek; two men were running across the 
prairie on foot to get a shot at the buffalo; another was 
mounting a horse with like intent. The herd passed on 
a long, awkward gallop north of the tents and struck 
southwest across our road some forty rods ahead of us. 
A Sharp’s rifle was leveled and fired at them by one of 
our party, but seemed rather to hasten than arrest their 
progress. But one old bull shambled along behind in a 
knock-kneed fashion (having probably been lamed by 
some former party); and he was fired at twice by our 
marksmen as he attempted to cross the road—once 
when only fifteen rods distant. They thought they 
wounded him fatally, but he vanished from our sight 
behind a low hill, and their hasty search for him proved 
unsuccessful. 

Thence nearly all day, the buffalo in greater or less 
numbers were visible among the bottoms of the Solomon 
on our right—usually two to three miles distant. At 
length, about 5 p. m., we reached the crest of a 
“ divide,” whence we looked down on the valley of a 
creek running to the Solomon some three miles distant, 
and saw the whole region from half a mile to three 
miles south of our road, and for an extent of at least 
fqpr miles east and west, fairly alive with buffalo. 
There certainly were not less than ten thousand of 
them; I believe tligre were many more. Some were 
feeding, others lying down, others pawing up the earth, 
rolling on it. etc. The novel spectacle was too tempting 
for our sportsmen. The wagons.were stopped, and two 
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men walked quietly toward the center of the front of the 
herd. Favored by a water-course, they crept up to 
within fifty rods of the buffalo, and fired eight or ten 
shots into the herd, with no visible effect. The animals 
nearest the hunters retreated as they advanced, but the 
great body of the herd was no more disturbed or con¬ 
scious of danger than if a couple of mosquitos had 
alighted among them. After an hour of this fruitless 
effort, the hunters gave it up, alleging that their rifle 
was so foul and badly sighted as to be worthless. They 
rejoined us, and we came away, leaving nine-tenths of 
the vast herd exactly where we found them. And there 
they doubtless are sleeping at this moment, about three 
miles from us. 

We are near the heart of the buffalo region. The 
stages from the west that met xis here this evening 
report the sight of millions within the last two days. 
Their trails chequer the prairie in every direction. A 
company of Pike’s Peakers killed thirteen near this 
point a few days since. Eight were killed yesterday at 
the next station west of this by simply stampeding a 
herd and driving them over a high creek-bank, where 
so many broke their necks. Buffalo-meat is hanging or 
lying all around us, and a calf two or three months old 
is tied to a stake just beside our wagons. He was taken 
by rushing a herd up a steep creek-bank; which so 
many could not possibly climb at once; this one was 
picked out in the melee as most worth having, and 
taken with a rope. Though fast tied and with but a 
short tether, he is true game, and makes at whoever 
goes near him with desperate intent to butt the intruder 
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over. We met or passed to-day two parties of Pike’s 
Peakers who had respectively lost three oxen or steers, 
stampeded last night by herds of buffalo. The mules at 
the express stations have to he carefully watched to pre¬ 
serve them from a similar catastrophe—to their owners. 

I do not like the flesh of this wild ox. It is tough and 
not juicy. I do not forget that our cookery is of the 
most unsophisticated pattern—carrying us back to the 
age of the building of the Pyramids, at least—but I 
would much rather see an immense herd of buffalo on 
the prairie than eat the best of them. 

The herbage hereabout is nearly all the short, strong 
grass known as the buffalo-grass, and is closely fed 
down; we are far beyond the stakes of the land-sur¬ 
veyor—beyond the usual haunts of white men. The 
Santa Fe trail is far south of us; the California is con¬ 
siderably north. Yery probably, the buffalo on Solo¬ 
mon’s Fork were never hunted by white men till this 
spring. Should one of these countless herds take a 
fancy for a man-hunt, our riflemen would find even the 
express-wagons no protection. 

Though our road is hardly two months old, yet we 
passed two graves on it to-day. One is that of an in¬ 
fant, bom in a tent of the wife of one of the station- 
masters on her way to his post, and which lived but a 
day; the other that of a Missourian on his way to Pike’s 
Peak, who was accidentally shot in taking a rifle from 
his wagon. His party seems to have been singularly 
unfortunate. A camp or two further on, a hurricane 
overtook them and tore their six wagons into oven-wood; 
they were able to make but three passable wagons out 
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of the remains. Their loss in other property was seri¬ 
ous ; and they sustained much bodily harm. One more 
of them was buried a camp or two further on. 

Those whom we meet here coming down confirm the 
worst news we have had from the Peak. There is 
scarcely any gold there ; those who dig cannot average 
two shillings per day ; all who can get away are leaving; 
Denver and Auraria are nearly deserted; terrible suffer¬ 
ings have been endured on the Plains, and more must 
yet be encountered; hundreds would gladly work for 
their board, but cannot find employment—in short, 
Pike’s Peak is an exploded bubble, which thousands 
must bitterly rue to the end of their days. Such is the 
tenor of our latest advices. I have received none this 
side of Leavenworth that contradict them. My inform¬ 
ant says all are getting away who can, and that we 
shall find the region nearly deserted. That is likely, but 
we shall see. 

A young clerk with whom I conversed at supper gave 
me a little less discouraging account; but even he, 
having frozen his feet on the winter journey out, had 
had enough of gold-hunting, and was going home to his 
parents in Indiana, to stick' to school for a few years. I 
commended that as a wise resolution. Next morning, 
after we had started on our opposite ways, I was ap¬ 
prised by our conductor that said clerk was a woman! 
I had not dreamed of such a thing; but his more prac¬ 
tical or more suspicious eyes had seen through her dis¬ 
guise af once. We heard more of her at Denver—quite 
enough more—but this may as well be left untold. 
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Reisinger’s Creek, Station No. 13, ) 

Pike’s Peak Express Co., May 31, 1859. j - 

I would rather not bore the public with buffalo. I 
fully realize that the subject is not novel—that Irving, 
and Cooper, and many others, have written fully and 
admirably upon it; and that the traveler’s enthusiastic 
recital falls coldly on the ear of the distant, critical, un¬ 
sympathizing reader. Yet I insist on writing this once 
more on buffalo, promising then to drop the subject, as 
we pass out of the range of the buffalo before night. 
All day yesterday, they darkened the earth around us, 
often seeming to be drawn up like an army in battle 
array on the ridges and adown their slopes a mile or so 
south of us—often on the north as well. Thqy are rather 
shy of the little screens of straggling timber on the 
creek-bottoms—doubtless from their sore experience of 
Indians lurking therein to discharge arrows at them as 
they went down to drink. If they feed in the grass of 
the narrow valleys and ravines, they are careful to have 
a part of the herd on the ridges which overlook them, 
and with them the surrounding country for miles. And, 
when an alarm is given, they all rush furiously off in the 
direction which the leaders presume that of safety. 

This is what gives us such excellent opportunities for 
regarding them to the best advantage. They are mov- 
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ing northward, and are still mainly south of our track. 
Whenever alarmed, they set off on their awkward but 
effective canter to the great herds still south, or to 
haunts witli which they are comparatively familiar, and 
wherein they have hitherto found safety. This neces¬ 
sarily sends those north of us across our roads often but 
a few rods in front of us, even when they had started a 
mile away. Then a herd will commence running across 
a hundred rods ahead of us, and, the whole blindly fol¬ 
lowing their leader, we will be close upon them before 
the last will have cleared the track. Of course, they 
sometimes stop and tack, or, seeing us, sheer off and 
cross further ahead, or split into two lines; but the gen¬ 
eral impulse, when alarmed, is to follow blindly and at 
full speed, seeming not to inquire or consider from what 
quarter danger is to be apprehended. 

What strikes the stranger with most amazement is 
their immense numbers. I know a million is a great 
many, but I am confident we saw that number yester¬ 
day. Certainly, all we saw could not have stood on ten 
square miles of ground. Often, the country for miles 
on either hand seemed quite black with them. The soil 
is rich, and well matted with their favorite grass. Yet 
it is all (except a very little on the creek-bottoms, near 
to timber) eaten down like an overtaxed sheep-pasture 
in a dry August. Consider that we have traversed 
more than one hundred miles in width since we first 
struck them, and that for most of this distance the buf¬ 
falo have been constantly in sight, and that they con¬ 
tinue for some twenty-five miles further on—this being 
the breadth of their present range, which has a length 
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of perhaps a thousand miles—and you have some ap¬ 
proach to an idea of their countless myriads. I doubt 
whether the domesticated horned cattle of the United 
States equal the numbers, while they must fall consider¬ 
ably short in weight, of these wild ones. Margaret 
Fuller long ago observed that the Illinois prairies 
seemed to repel the idea of being new to civilized life 
and industry—that they, with their borders of trees and 
belts of timber, reminded the traveler rather of the 
parks and spacious fields of an old country like England 
—that you were constantly on the involuntary look-out 
for the chateaux, or at least the humbler farm-houses, 
which should diversify such a scene. True as this is or 
was of Illinois, the resemblance is far more striking 
here, where the grass is all so closely pastured and the 
cattle are seen in such vast herds on every ridge. The 
timber, too, aids the illusion, seeming to have been re¬ 
duced to the last degree consistent with the wants of a 
grazing country, and to have been left only on the steep 
creek-banks where grass would not grow. It is hard to 
realize that this is the center of a region of wilderness 
and solitude, so far as the labors of civilized man are 
concerned—that the first wagon passed through it some 
two months ago. But the utter absence of houses or 
buildings of any kind, and our unbridged, unworked 
road, winding on its way for hundreds of miles without 
a track other than of buffalo intersecting or leading 
away from it on either hand, bring us back to the 
reality. 

I shall pass lightly over the hunting exploits of our 
party. A good many shots have been fired—certainly 
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not by me; even were I in the habit of making war on 
nature’s children, I would as soon think of shooting my 
neighbor’s oxen as these great, clumsy, harmless, crea¬ 
tures. If they were scarce, I might comprehend the 
idea of hunting them for sport; here, they are so abun¬ 
dant that you might as well hunt your neighbor’s geese. 
And, while there have been several shots fired by our 
party at point-blank distance, I have reason for my 
hope that no buffalo has experienced any personal in¬ 
convenience therefrom. For this impunity, the foulness 
of the rifle has had to answer in part; the greenness of 
the sportsmen is perhaps equally responsible for it. But 
then we have had no horse or mule out of our regular 
teams, and the candid will admit that a coach-and-four 
is not precisely the fittest turn-out for a hunting party. 

I write in the station-tent (having been driven from 
our wagon by the operation of greasing its wheels, which 
was found to interfere with the steadiness of my hastily- 
improvised table), with the buffalo visible on the ridges 
south and every way but north of us. They were very 
close down to us at daylight, and, till the increasing 
light revealed distinctly our position, since which they 
have kept a respectful distance. But a party of our 
drivers, who went back seven miles on mules last even¬ 
ing, to help get our rear wagon out of a gully in which 
it had mired and stuck fast, from which expedition they 
returned at midnight, report that they found the road 
absolutely dangerous from the crowds of buffalo feeding 
on either side, and running across it—that, the night 
being quite dark, they were often in great danger of 
being run over and run down by the headlong brutes. 
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They were obliged to stand still for minutes, and lire 
their revolvers right and left, to save their lives and 
their mules. 

The superintendent of this division, Mr. Fuller, had 
a narrow escape day before yesterday. lie was rid¬ 
ing his mule along our road, utterly unconscious of 
danger, when a herd of buffalo nortli of the road were 
stampeded by an emigrant train, and set off full gallop 
in a south-westerly direction, as usual. A slight ridge 
hid them from Mr. F.’s sight till their leader came full 
tilt against his mule, knocking him down, and going 
over him at full speed. Mr. F. of course fell with the 
dying mule, and I presume lay very snug by his side 
while the buffaloes made a clear sweep over the con¬ 
cern—he firing his revolver rapidly, and thus inducing 
many of the herd to shear off on one side or the other. 
He rose stunned and bruised, but still able to make his 
way to the station—with an increased respect for buf¬ 
falo, I fancy, and a disposition to give them a reason- 
ably wide berth hereafter. But he has gone out this 
morning in quest of the mired coach, and our waiting 
for his return gives me this chance to write without 
encroaching on the hours due to sleep. 

Two nights ago, an immense herd came down upon 
a party of Pike’s Peakers camped j nst across the creek 
from this station, and, (it being dark) were with diffi¬ 
culty prevented from trampling down tents, cattle, and 
people. Some fifty shots were fired into them before 
they could be turned. And now our station-master has 
just taken his gun to scare them off so as to save our 
mules from a stampede. 





LAST OF THE BUFFALO. 


91 


But the teams have returned with the missing coach, 
and I must break off and pack to go on. 


Station, 15, Pkairie Dog Creek, May 31, evening. 

We have made fifty-five miles since we started about 
nine this morning, and our present encampment is on a 
creek running to the Republican, so that we have bid¬ 
den a final adieu to Solomon’s Fork, and all other 
affluents of the Smoky Hill branch of the Kansas. We 
traveled on the “divide” between this and the northern 
branch of the Kansas for some miles to-day, and finally 
came over to the waters of that stream (the Repub¬ 
lican), which we are to strike some eighty miles further 
on. We are now just half way from Leavenworth to 
Denver, and our coach has been a week making this 
distance; so that with equal good fortune we may 
expect to reach the land of gold in another week. The 
coaches we met here to-night have been just a week on 
the way, having (like us) lost a day, but not, like us, 
by high water: their bother was with wild Indians— 
Arapahoes mainly—whom they report to be in great 
numbers on our route—not hostile to us, but intent on 
begging or stealing, and stopping the wagons peremp¬ 
torily till their demands are complied with. They are 
at war with the Pawnees, and most of their men are 
now on the war-path; their women and children are 
largely camped around the Express Company’s Stations, 
living as they best may. The Pawnees, I believe, are 
mainly or entirely south of our road. The Arapahoes 
boast of triumphs and slaughters which I am tempted 
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to hope, have been or will be reciprocated. Indian 
wars with each other are, in our day, cruel aud cow¬ 
ardly plundering forays, fitted to excite only disgust. 

As we left Station 14 this morning, and rose from the 
creek-bottom to the high prairie, a great herd of buffalo 
were seen in and around our road, who began to run 
first north, then south, many standing as if confused 
and undecided which course to take, and when at last 
they all started southward, we were so near them that 
our driver stopped his mules to let the immense im¬ 
petuous herd pass without doing us any harm. Our 
sportsman’s Sharp was not loaded at the time; it after¬ 
ward was, and fired into a herd at fair distance, but 
I did not see anything drop. After this, they were 
seen in greater or less numbers on the ridges and high 
prairie, mainly south of us, but they either kept a res¬ 
pectful distance or soon took one. "VVe have not seen 
one for the last twenty-five miles; but they are now 
considerably further this way than they were a few 
days since; and as every foot of the way thus far, and (I 
hear) further, is carpeted with buffalo-grass, not here 
eaten down, and as buffalo-paths and other evidences 
that this is their favorite feeding-ground are everywhere 
present, I presume they will be here in the course of a 
week. But enough of them. And let me here proffer 
my acknowledgments to sundry other quadrupeds with 
whom I have recently formed a passing acquaintance. 

The prairie-wolf was the first of these gentry to pay 
his respects to us. lie is a sneaking, cowardly little 
wretch, of a dull or dirty white color, much resembling 
a small, 6liort-bodied dog set up on pretty long legs. 
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1 believe bis only feat entitling him to rank as a beast 
of prey consists in sometimes, when hard pressed by 
hunger, digging out a prairie-dog and making a meal 
of him. His usual provender is the carcass—no matter 
how putrid—of any dead buffalo, mule, or ox that he 
may find exposed on the prairies. He is a paltry 
creature. 

But the gray-wolf—who is also a denizen of the 
prairies—(I think we have seen at least a dozen of the 
species to-day)—is a scoundrel of much more imposing 
caliber. He delights to lurk around the outskirts of a 
herd of buffalo, keeping out of sight and unsuspected in 
the ravines and creek-timber, so far as possible; and 
wo to the unlucky calf that strays (which he seldom 
does) outside of the exterior line of defence formed by 
the bulls. If very large and hungry, the gray-wolf will 
sometimes manage to cut a cow off from the herd, and, 
interposing between her and her companions, detain or 
drive her further away, until she is beyond the hope of 
rescue, when her doom is sealed. Ilis liveliest hope, 
however, is that of finding a buffalo whom some hunter 
has wounded, so that he cannot keep up with the herd, 
especially should it be stampeded. Let him once get 
such a one by himself, and a few snaps at his ham¬ 
strings, taking excellent care to keep out of the way of 
his horns, insures that the victim will have ceased to be 
a buffalo, and become mere wolf-meat before another 
morning. 

It is impossible for a stranger to the prairies to realize 
the impudence of these prairie-lawyers. Of some twenty 
of them that I have seen within the last two days, 1 
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think not six have really run from us. One that we 
saw just before us, two hours ago, kept on his way 
across the prairie, stopping occasionally to take a good 
look at us, but not hurrying himself in the least on 
our account, though for some minutes within good rifle 
range. Once to-day, our superintendent sent a ball 
after one who was making very deliberate time away 
from us, hitting him in a quarter where the compliment 
should have expedited his movements; but it did not 
seem to have that effect. It is very common for these 
wolves to follow at night a man traveling the road on a 
mule, not making any belligerent demonstrations, but 
waiting for whatever may turn up. Sometimes the ex¬ 
press-wagons have been followed in this way, but I 
think that unusual. But this creature is up to any thing 
wherein there is a chance for game. 

The prairie-dog is the funny fellow of these parts— 
frisky himself, and a source of merriment to others. 
He dens in villages or towns, on any dry, grassy ground 
—usually on the dryest part of the high prairie—and 
his hole is superficially a very large ant-hill, with the 
necessary orifice in its center. On this ant-hill sits the 
proprietor—a chunky little fellow, in size between a 
gray squirrel and a rabbit—say about half a woodchuck. 
"When we approach, he raises the cry of danger—no 
bark at all, but something between the piping of a frog 
on a warm spring evening, and the noise made by a 
very young puppy—then drops into his hole and is 
silent and invisible. The holes are not very regularly 
placed, but some thirty feet apart; and when I say that 
I believe we have to-day passed within sight of at least 
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three sqn&re miles of these holes, the reader can guess 
how many of these animals must exist here, even sup¬ 
posing that there is usually hut one to each hole. I 
judge that there cannot be less than a hundred square 
miles of prairie-dog towns within the present buffalo 
range. 

That the prairie-dog and the owl—of a small, brown- 
backed, white-bellied species—do live harmoniously in 
the same hole I know, for I have seen it. 1 presume 
the owl pays for his lodgings like a gentleman, probably 
by turning in some provisions toward the supply of the 
common table. If so, this is the most successful ex¬ 
ample of industrial and household association yet fur¬ 
nished. That the rattlesnake is ever admitted as a third 
partner, I indignantly deny. Ho doubt he has been 
found in the prairie-dog’s home—it would be just like 
him to seek so cozy a nest—but he doubtless entered 
like a true border-ruffian, and contrived to make him¬ 
self a deal more free than welcome. Politeness, or (if 
you please) prudence, may have induced the rightful 
owner to submit to a joint tenancy at will—the will of 
the tenant, not that of the rightful landlord—but no con¬ 
sent was ever given, unless under constraint of that po¬ 
tent logic which the intruder carries in his head, and 
warning whereof proceeds from the tip of his tail. 

Of antelope, I have seen many, but not so near at 
hand as I could wish. I defer speaking of them, in the 
hope of a better acquaintance. 

A word now of the face .of the country: 

For more than a hundred miles back, I have seen no 
stone, and think there is none, except at a great depth. 
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Solomon’s fork, where we left its vicinity, is now a stream 
two rods wide, running but four to six inches of water 
over a bed of pure sand, at a depth of some three or four 
hundred feet below the high prairie level of the country. 
I infer that there is no rock in place for at least that 
depth. The subsoil of the prairies is generally a loamy 
clay, resting on a bed of sand. The violent though not 
frequent rains of this region form sheets of water, which 
rush down the slopes into the water-courses, which they 
rapidly swell into torrents, which, meeting no resistance 
from rocks or roots of trees, are constantly deepening 
or widening the ravines which run down to the creeks 
on every side. These gullies or gorges have originally 
steep, perpendicular banks, over which, in times of 
heavy rain, sheets of water go tumbling and roaring 
into the bottom of the ravines, washing down the sod¬ 
den, semi-liquid banks, and sending them to thicken the 
waters of the Kansas and the Missouri. Thus the prai¬ 
rie, save some narrow, irregular ridges, or “divides,” is 
gradually scooped and worn into broader or narrower 
valleys, some of which have three or four little preci¬ 
pices at intervals up their sides, where they formerly 
had but one, and will eventually have none. For still 
the soil is washing away and running off to the Gulf of 
Mexico; and if this country should ever be cultivated, 
the progress of this disaster would be materially accele¬ 
rated. It needs to be timbered before it can be fit for 
the habitation of civilized man. But still a few low 
cotton-woods and elms along the margins of the larger 
streams—not a cord of wood in all to each square mile 
—are all the timber that is to be seen. I hear of some 
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poor oak on the broader streams, and an occasional 
white-ash, but do not see them. 

The prairie-wind shaking the wagon so that I write 
in it with difficulty, bespeaks a storm at hand. Adieu! 
5 
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THE AMERICAN DESERT. 

Station 18, P. P. Express Co., June 2. 

The clouds, which threatened rain at the station on 
Prairie-Dog Creek, whence I wrote two days ago, were 
dissipated by a violent gale, which threatened to over¬ 
turn the heavy wagon in which my fellow-passengers 
and I were courting sleep—had it stood broadside to 
the wind, it must have gone over. It is customary, I 
learn, to stake down the wagons encamped on the open 
prairie; in the valleys of the creeks, where the com¬ 
pany’s stations are located, this precaution is deemed 
superfluous. But the winds which sweep the high prai¬ 
ries of this region are terrible; and the few trees that 
grow thinly along the creek-bottoms rarely venture to 
raise their heads above the adjacent bluffs, to which 
they owe their doubtful hold on existence. 

For more than a hundred miles back, the soil has 
been steadily degenerating, until here, where we strike 
the Republican, which has been far to the north of us 
since we left it at Fort Riley, three hundred miles back, 
we seem to have reached the acme of barrenness and 
desolation. We left this morning, Station IT, on a little 
creek entitled Gouler, at least thirty miles back, and 
did not see a tree and but one bunch of low shrnbs in a 
dry water-course throughout our dreary morning ride, 
till we came in sight of the Republican, which has a 
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little—a very little—scrubby cotton-wood nested in and 
along its bluffs just here; but there is none beside for 
miles, save a little lurking in a ravine which makes 
down to the river from the north. Of grass there is 
little, and that little of miserable quality—either a 
scanty furze or coarse alkaline sort of rush, less fit for 
food than physic. Soil there is none but an inch or so 
of intermittent grass-root tangle, based on what usually 
seems to be a thin stratum of clay, often washed off so 
as to leave nothing but a slightly argillaceous sand. 
Along the larger water-courses—this one especially— 
this sand seenis to be as pure as Sahara can boast. 

The dearth of water is fearful. Although the whole 
region is deeply seamed and gullied by water-courses—- 
now dry, but in rainy weather mill-streams—no springs 
burst from their steep sides. We have not passed a 
drop of living water in all our morning’s ride, and but 
a few pailfuls of muddy moisture at the bottoms of a 
very few of the fast-drying sloughs or sunken holes in 
the beds of dried-up creeks. Yet there has been much 
rain here this season, some of it not long ago. But this 
is a region of sterility and thirst. If utterly unfed, the 
grass of a season would hardly suffice, when dry, to 
nourish a prairie-fire. 

Even the animals have deserted us. Iso buffalo have 
been seen this year within many miles of us, though 
their old paths lead occasionally across this country; l 
presume they pass rapidly through it, as I should ur- 
gently advise them to do; not a gray-wolf has honored 
us with his company to-day—lie prefers to live where 
there is something to eat—the prairie-dog also wisely 
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shuns this land of starvation ; no animal hut the gopher 
(a little creature, between a mouse and a ground-squir¬ 
rel) abounds here; and he burrows deep in the sand 
and picks up a living, I cannot guess how ; while a few 
hawks and an occasional prairie-wolf (cayota) lives by 
picking here and there a gopher. They must find him 
disgustingly lean. 

I would match this station and its surroundings 
against any other scene on our continent for desolation. 
From the high prairie over which we approach it, you 
overlook a grand sweep of treeless desert, through the 
middle of which flows the liepublican, usually in sev¬ 
eral shallow streams separated by sandbars or islets— 
its whole volume being far less than that of the Mohawk 
at Utica, though it has drained above this point an area 
equal to that of Connecticut. Of the few scrubby cot¬ 
ton-woods lately cowering under the bluffs at this point, 
most have been cut for the uses of the station, though 
logs for its embryo house are drawn from a little clump, 
eight miles distant. A broad bed of sand indicates that 
the volume of water is sometimes a hundred-fold its 
present amount, though it will doubtless soon be far 
less than it now is. Its average depth cannot now ex¬ 
ceed six inches. On every hand, and for many miles 
above and below, the country above the bluffs is such 
as we have passed over this morning. A dead mule— 
bitten in the jaw this morning by a rattlesnake—lies 
here as if to complete the scene. Off the five weeks 
old track to Pike’s Peak, all is dreary solitude and 
silence. 

Speaking of rattlesnakes—I hasten to retract the 
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skepticism avowed in a former letter as to the usual and 
welcome residence of these venomous serpents in the 
prairie-dog’s burrow. The evidence of the fact is too 
direct and reliable to be gainsayed. A credible witness 
testifies that he and others once undertook to drown out 
a prairie-dog in his domicil, and, when sufficient water 
had been rapidly poured in, out came a prairie-dog, an 
owl, and a rattlesnake all together. In another case, a 
tremendous rain raised a creek so that it suddenly over¬ 
flowed a prairie-dog town, when the general stampede 
of prairie-dogs, owls, and rattlesnakes was a sight to 
behold. It is idle to attempt holding out against facts; 
so I have pondered this anomaly until I think I clearly 
comprehend it. The case is much like that of some 
newspaper establishments, whose proprietors, it is said, 
And it convenient to keep on their staff “ a broth of a 
boy ” from Tipperary, standing six feet two in his stock¬ 
ings and measuring a yard or more across the shoulders, 
who stands ready, with an illegant brogue, a twinkle in 
his eye, and a hickory sapling firmly grasped in his 
dexter fist, to respond to all choleric, peremptory cus¬ 
tomers, who call of a morning, hot with wrath and 
bristling with cowhide, to demand a parley with the 
editor. The cayota is a gentleman of an inquiring, in¬ 
vestigating turn, who is an adept at excavation, and 
whose fondness for prairie-dog is more ardent than flat¬ 
tering. To dig one out and digest him would be an 
easy task, if he were alone in his den, or with only the 
owl as his partner; but when the firm is known or 
strongly suspected to be Prairie-Dog, Rattlesnake & 
Co., the cayqta’s passion for subterranean researches is 
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materially cooled. The rattlesnake is to the concern 
what the fighting editor is to tiie journalistic organiza¬ 
tions aforesaid. And thus, while my faith is enlarged, 
is my reason satisfied. 

A word now on the antelope. I liked him when I 
first saw him, days ago; 1 then wished for a better ac¬ 
quaintance, which wish has since been gratified; and 
since I dined with him (that is, off of him) my esteem 
has ripened into affection. Of the many antelopes I 
have seen, I judge a majority considerably larger than 
the deer of our eastern forests—not so tall nor (perhaps) 
so long, but heavier in body, while hardly less swift or 
less graceful in motion, fie is the only animal I have 
seen here that may justly boast of either grace or 
beauty. Ilis flesh is tender and delicate—the choicest 
eating I have found in Kansas. Shy and fleet as he is, 
he is the chief sustenance at this season of the Indians 
out of the present buffalo range. An old hunter assures 
me that, with all his timidity, he is easily taken by the 
knowing. To follow him is absurd ; his scent is too 
keen, his fear too great; but go upon a high prairie, to 
a knoll or swell whence you can overlook fifteen or 
twenty square miles; there crouch in a hollow or in the 
grass, and hoist your handkerchief, or some red, flutter¬ 
ing scarf on a light pole, which you wave gently and 
patiently in the air; soon the antelope, if there be one 
within sight, perceives the strange apparition: his cu¬ 
riosity is excited; it masters his caution; he makes 
toward the strange object, and keeps drawing nearer 
and nearer till he is within fifteen or twenty rods. The 
rest requires no instruction. 
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Station 21, June 3, (evening), 1859. 

Since I wrote the foregoing, we have traveled ninety 
miles up the south branch of the Republican (which 
forks just above Station 18) and have thus pursued a 
course somewhat south of west. In all these ninety 
miles, we have passed just two live streams making in 
from the south—both together running scarcely water 
enough to turn a grind-stone. In all these ninety miles, 
we have not seen wood enough to make a decent pig¬ 
pen. The bottom of the river is perhaps half a mile in 
average width; the soil in good part clay and covered 
with a short, thin grass ; the bluffs are naked sand-heaps; 
the rock, in the rare cases where any is exposed, an odd 
conglomerate of petrified clay with quartz and some 
specks that resemble cornelian. Beside this, in some of 
the bluffs, where clay overlies and is blended, under 
peculiar circumstances, with the sand below it, a sort of 
rock seems to be formed or in process of formation. 
Water is obtained from the apology for a river, or by 
digging in the sand by its side; in default of wood, cor¬ 
rals (cattle-pens) are formed at the stations by laying up 
a heavy wall of clayey earth flanked by sods, and thus 
excavating a deep ditch on the inner side, except at the 
portal, which is closed at night by running a wagon 
into it. The tents are sodded at their bases; houses 
of sods are to be constructed so soon as may be. Such 
are the shifts of human ingenuity in a country which 
has probably not a cord of growing wood to each town¬ 
ship of land. 

Six miles further up, this fork of the Republican 
emerges from its sandy bed, in which it has been lost 
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for the twenty-five miles next above. Of course, it 
loses in volume in passing through such a land of drouth. 
Probably thirty times to-day we have crossed the broad 
sandy beds of creeks running down from the high prai¬ 
ries—creeks which in winter and early spring are sweep¬ 
ing torrents, but now are wastes of thirsty sand. Thus 
has it been for ninety miles—thus is it for many miles 
above and I presume many also below. The road from 
Leavenworth to Denver had to be taken some fifty 
miles north of its due course to obtain even such a pas¬ 
sage through the American Desert; on a direct line 
from the head of Solomon’s Fork, it must have passed 
over some two hundred miles of entire absence of wood 
and water. 

I have seen, during the last three or four days, seve¬ 
ral bands of wild Indians — Arapahoes, Cheyennes, 
Kioways, Sioux, etc.—mainly the two former. Of 
these, the Arapahoes have been the most numerous and 
repulsive. Their children swarmed around us at Station 
16—the men being mainly absent on a marauding expe¬ 
dition against the Pawnees—the women staying in their 
lodges. The young ones are thorough savages—their 
allowance of clothing averaging six inches square of 
buffalo-skin to each, but so unequally distributed (as is 
the case with worldly goods in general) that the majori¬ 
ty have a most scanty allowance. A large Cheyenne 
village is encamped around Station 19, where we stopped 
last night; and we have been meeting squads of these 
and other tribes several times a day. The Ivioways are 
camped some eight miles from this spot. They all pro¬ 
fess to be friendly, though the Cheyennes have twice 
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stopped and delayed the express-wagons on pretence of 
claiming payment for the injury done them in cutting 
wood, eating grass, scaring away game, etc. They 
would all like to beg, and many of them are deemed not 
disinclined to steal. We are to pass through several 
more encampments, but expect no trouble from them. 
The Cheyennes are better clad, and seem to have more 
self-respect than the Arapahoes, but they are all low in 
the scale of intellectual and moral being, and must fade 
away unless they can be induced to work. More of 
them hereafter. 

The unusual dullness of this letter is partly explained 
by an accident. Two evenings since, just as we were 
nearing Station 17, where we were to stop for the night, 
my fellow-passenger and I had a jocular discussion on 
the gullies into which we were so frequently plunged, to 
our personal discomfort. He premised that it was a 
consolation that the sides of these gullies could not be 
worse than perpendicular ; to which I rejoined with the 
assertion that they could be and were—for instance, 
where a gully, in addition to its perpendicular descent 
had an inclination of forty-five degrees or so to one side 
of the track. Just then, a violent lurch of the wagon 
to one 6ide, then to the other, in descending one of these 
jolts, enforced my position. Two minutes later, as we 
were about to descend the steep bank of the creek-in¬ 
tervale, the mules acting perversely (being frightened, I 
fear, by Indians) my friend stepped out to take them by 
the head, leaving me alone in the wagon. Immediately 
we began to descend the steep pitch, the driver pulling 
up with all his might, when the left rein of the leaders 

5* 
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broke, and the team was in a moment sheared out of the 
road and ran diagonally down the pitch. In a second, 
the wagon went over, hitting the ground a most spite¬ 
ful blow. I of course went over with it, and when I 
rose to my feet as soon as possible, considerable bewild¬ 
ered and disheveled, the mules had been disengaged by 
the upset and were making good time across the prairie, 
while the driver, considerably hurt, was getting out 
from under the carriage to limp after them. I had a 
slight cut on my left cheek and a deep gouge from the 
sharp corner of a seat in my left leg below the knee, 
with a pretty smart concussion generally, but not a bone 
started nor a tendon strained, and I walked away to the 
station as firmly as ever, leaving the superintendent and 
my fellow-passenger to pick up the pieces and guard 
the baggage from the Indians who instantly swarmed 
about the wreck. I am sore yet, and a little lame, but 
three or four days’ rest—if I can ever get it—will make 
all right. This is the first and only accident that has 
happened to the express-line, though it has run out some 
thirty passage-wagons from Leavenworth, and perhaps 
half so many back from Denver, over a track where 
there was no track six weeks ago. And this was the 
result of a casualty for which neither driver nor company 
was to blame. 

Three days hence, I hope to be at Denver (one hun¬ 
dred and eighty-five miles distant), whence our latest 
advices are very cheering to the hearts of the legions of 
faint and weary gold-seekers we have passed on the 
way. I trust, for their sakes, that this news will prove 
fully true. 
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Denver, June 6, 1855). ( 
My last, I believe, was written at Station 20, ninety 
miles up the Republican from the point at which the 
Leavenworth Express Company’s road strikes that river 
in the great American desert. Six miles farther up, the 
stream disappears in the deep, thirsty sands of its wide 
bed, and is not seen again for twenty-five miles. Even 
a mile or two below its point of disappearance, I learn 
that recent excavations in its bed to a depth of eight 
feet have failed to reach water. Its reappearance below 
this point is marked, and seems to be caused, by the 
timely junction of a small tributary from the south, 
which appears to flow over a less thirsty bed, and pours 
into the devouring sands of the Republican a small but 
steady stream, aided by which the river begins to reap¬ 
pear, first in pools, and soon in an insignificant but 
gradually increasing current. At the head of this 
“ sink,” the stream disappears in like manner to that of 
its emergence. Here is Station 22, and here are a so- 
called spring, and one or two considerable pools, not 
visibly connected with the sinking river, but doubtless 
sustained by it. And here the thirsty men and teams 
which have been twenty-five miles without water on the 
Express Company’s road, are met by those which have 
come up the longer and more southerly route by the 
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Smoky Hill, and which have traveled sixty miles since 
they last found water or shade. This is a sore trial for 
weary, gaunt, heavy-laden cattle, and doubtless proves 
fatal to many of them. The Pike’s Peakers from the 
Smoky Hill whom I met here, had driven their ox- 
teams through the sixty miles at one stretch, the time 
•required being two days and the intervening night. 
From this point westward, the original Smoky Hill 
route is abandoned for that we had been traveling, 
which follows the Republican some twenty-five miles 
further. Its bed is often dry, or only moistened by little 
pools exuding from the meagre current which filters 
slowly through the deep sands below. Where the bed 
is narrow and the channel under one bank, the petty 
stream is seen creeping slowly away to the Kansas, the 
Missouri, the Mississippi, the Gulf of Mexico. Of 
course there are seasons when the river runs above¬ 
ground throughout, and others when the “ sink” is far 
longer than now. 

The face of the country remains as I have already 
described it, save in the greater scarcity of wood and 
water. The bluffs are usually low, and the dry creeks 
which separate them are often wide reaches of heavy 
sand, most trying to the ill-fed teams. There is little 
grass on the rolling prairie above the bluffs, and that 
little generally thin, dead, worthless. Some of the dry- 
creek valleys have a little that is green but thin, while 
the river bottom—often half a mile wide—is sometimes 
tolerably grassed, and sometimes sandy and sterile. Of 
wood, there is none for stretches of forty or fifty miles: 
the corrals are made of earth, and consist of a trench 
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and a mud or turf wall; one or two station-houses are 
to be built of turf if e% T er built at all; and at one sta¬ 
tion the fuel is brought sixty miles from the pineries 
further west. Even the grasses are often coarse and 
rushy, or so alkaline as to be injurious to cattle; the 
more common plants seem to be wild sage and wild 
wormwood. The cactus—which had begun to appear 
some two hundred miles back—grows common, but is 
dwarfed by the pervading sterility; the Spanish nettle 
and prickly pear are abundant further on. But little 
rock is seen, and that looks like a volcanic conglomerate. 
Yet the river, such as it is, is the life of this region; 
the ground-squirrel of the prairies digs his holes pro¬ 
fusely in its vicinage; the hawk and the raven circle 
and swoop in pursuit of him ; the antelope often looks 
down from the ridges, and is hunted with success ; the 
bark of the cayote is heard ; the gray-wolf prowls fear¬ 
less and ferocious, and does not hesitate to rob cows of 
their young calves in spite of the desperate maternal re¬ 
sistance, and even to attack and disable ponies. The 
harness of the mules which draw the express-wagons 
have been often gnawed and injured as they hung up 
beside the tents, in which half a dozen men were sleep- 
ing, by these impudent miscreants. They may easily be 
shot by any one who will bait and patiently, skillfully 
hunt them. 

A ride over a rolling “divide” of some twenty miles, 
brought us to the “ Big Sandy,” running south-west to 
become tributary (when it has anything to contribute) 
to the Arkansas. Like the Republican, it is sometimes 
a running stream, sometimes a succession of shallow 
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pools, sometimes a waste of deep, scorching sand. A 
few paltry cotton-woods, a few bunches of low willow, 
may have graced its banks or those of some dry creek 
running,into it, in the course of the twenty miles or so 
that we followed up its northern bank, but I do not now 
remember any. I recollect only that the grass at inter¬ 
vals along its narrow bottoms seemed a little better than 
on the upper course of the Republican. One peculi¬ 
arity of the Big Sandy I had not before observed—that 
of a thin, alkaline incrustation—mainly of soda, I be¬ 
lieve—covering many acres of the smoother sands in its 
dry bed. Hence I infer that the water of its stagnant 
pools must be prejudicial to man or beast. At length 
we crossed its deep, trying sand and left it behind us, 
passing over a high “ divide,” much cut up by gullies 
through which the water of the wet seasons tears its 
way to the Arkansas on the south or the Platte on the 
north, until we struck, at five last evening, the first liv¬ 
ing tributary to the Platte—a little creek called Beaver, 
which I have not seen on any map. It is about ten 
miles east of the Bijou, with which it probably unites 
before reaching the Platte. 

After leaving the valley of Big Sandy, the grass of 
the uplands becomes better, and is no longer confined 
to the water-courses. It spreads in green luxuriance 
up the southward slopes of considerable hills, which 
seems to be owing to vast drifts of snow in winter, 
swept over and off the tops of hills by the fierce prairie- 
winds, and piled up here to a height of fifteen or twenty 
feet, to be slowly dissolved by the warmer suns of the 
spring months, and thus give rise to an after-growth of 
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grass which contrasts strongly with the surrounding 
sterility. 

At Beaver Creek we saw, for the first time in many 
weary days—for more than two hundred miles at the least 
—a clump of low but sturdy cotton-woods, thirty or 
forty in number—part of them laid low by the devasta¬ 
ting axe, but still giving hope that the desert was nearly 
past. And, six or seven miles further, just as night was 
falling, we came in sight of pines, giving double assu¬ 
rance that the mountains were at hand. Pike’s Peak 
in the west-south-west, and Long’s Peak in the west- 
north-west, (the latter nearly the direction of Denver), 
had stood revealed to us hours before, by the gleam of 
their snowy diadems, as the morning sun dispelled the 
chill mists of the preceding night; but their majesty 
was a bleak and rugged one; while the pines, though 
but scattered clumps of the short and scrubby variety 
known in New-England and the south as pitch-pine, 
lent a grace and hospitality to the landscape which only 
the weary and wayworn, who have long traversed 
parched and shadeless deserts, can appreciate. They 
grow here mainly in steep ravines, and often show marks 
of fire which the bareness of the surrounding prairies— 
sterile as “ pine plains” are apt to be—renders to me in¬ 
explicable. Possibly, the fires that scorched them were 
kindled in the leafy carpet spread beneath them by the 
trees themselves. 

This is but the northern outskirt of the pine region, 
which stretches far south, through Arkansas and be¬ 
yond, soon thickening into forests and widening to a 
breadth of some sixty miles. Scattered as it is, I could 





112 


GOOD-BYE TO TI1E DESERT. 


hardly repress a shout on meeting it. And it was a 
pleasure to see, last evening, the many parties of way¬ 
worn gold-seekers encamped beside our way, after 
their long journey through a woodless region, surround¬ 
ing great, ruddy, leaping fires of the dead pitch-wood, 
and solacing themselves for their long privation by the 
amplest allowance of blaze and warmth ; for the climate 
of the American desert is terrible. Be the day ever so 
hot in the sun’s unsoftened glare, the night that follows 
is sure to be chill and piercing, driving the musketoes 
and buffalo-gnats to their hiding-places directly after 
sunset. The fierce prairie-wind searches to the marrow 
(ice froze a quarter of an inch thick on the Plains on 
the 26th of May), and a shower at this season is very 
apt to be accompanied by hail as well as thunder and 
lightning. I trust our country has no harsher- climate, 
save high among her grandest mountains. 

From the Bijou to Cherry Creek—some forty miles—• 
I can say little of the country, save that it is high roll¬ 
ing prairie, deeply cut by several streams, which run 
north-eastwardly to join the Platte, or one of its tribu¬ 
taries just named. We passed it in the night, hurrying 
on to reach Denver, and at sunrise this morning stopped 
to change mules on the bank of Cherry Creek, twelve 
miles south of this place (which is situated at the junc¬ 
tion of the creek with the south fork of the Platte). 
The “foot hills” of the Rocky Mountains seemed but 
a few miles west of us during our rapid ride down the 
smooth valley of the Cherry Creek, which has a fine 
belt of cotton-wood only, but including trees of immense 
size—not less than three to four feet in diameter. The 
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6oil of the adjacent prairie seems light and sandy, 
but well grassed, and capable of yielding oats, potatoes, 
etc.; but the elevation (hardly less than six thousand 
feet), and the proximity of the Iiocky Mountains, whose 
snow-covered crests, gleaming between and over the 
“foot hills,” seem hardly twenty miles distant, must ever 
render the growth of corn difficult, if not absolutely 
impossible. Wheat, I understand, has been grown fifty 
to eighty miles south of this, with moderate success. 
Still, if the adjacent gold mines realize the sanguine 
expectations now entertained here, this region will re¬ 
quire millions on millions’ worth of food from the rich 
prairies and bottomb of Kansas proper, Nebraska, and 
Missouri, and we shall need but the Pacific railroad to 
open up a most beneficent home-trade, and give the rich 
valley of the Missouri and its immediate tributaries 
better markets than those of the east. 

And I fervently trust that the fond expectations of 
these gold-seekers, however chastened, may not be dis¬ 
appointed. For the sake of the weary, dusty, foot-sore 
thousands I have passed on my rapid journey from 
civilized Kansas to this point, I pray that gold may be 
found here in boundless extent, and reasonable abund¬ 
ance. Throughout the next six weeks, they will be 
dropping in here, a hundred or more per day; and I 
trust that they are not to be sent home disappointed, 
spirit-broken, penniless. If they must recross the great 
desert with their slow-moving teams, may they be en¬ 
abled to do so with lighter hearts and heavier purses. 

For the very mothers who bore them would hardly 
recognize then- sous now toiling across the Plains, and 
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straggling into this place, hideously hirsute, recklessly 
ragged, barefoot, sun-browned, dust-covered, and with 
eyes shielded (where they have them) by goggles from 
the glare of the prairie-sun, reflected from the desert 
clay. A true picture of gold-seekers setting out from 
home, trim and jolly, for Pike’s Peak, and of those 
same gold-seekers, sober as judges, and slow-moving as 
their own weary oxen, dropping into Denver, would 
convey a salutary lesson to many a sanguine soul. Nay, 
I have in my mind’s eye an individual who rolled out 
of Leavenworth, barely thirteen days ago, in a satisfactory 
rig, and a spirit of adequate self-complacency, but who 
—though l.is hardships have been nothing to theirs— 
dropped into Denver this morning in a sobered and 
thoughtful frame of mind, in dust-begrimed and tat¬ 
tered habiliments, with a patch on his cheek, a bandage 
on his leg, and a limp in his gait, altogether constitu¬ 
ting a spectacle most rueful to behold. It is likely to be 
some time yet before our fashionable American spas, 
and summer resorts for idlers will be located among the 
Pocky Mountains. 

As to gold, Denver is crazy. She has been low in 
the valley of humiliation, and is suddenly exalted to 
the summit of glory. The stories of days’ works, and 
rich leads that have been told me to-day—by grave, 
intelligent men—are absolutely bewildering. I do not 
discredit them, but I shall state nothing at second-hand 
where I may know if I will. I have come here to lay 
my hand on the naked, indisputable facts, and I mean 
to do it. Though unfit to travel, I start for the great 
diggings (fifty miles hence nearly due west in the glens 
of the Pocky Mountains) to-morrow morning. 
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THE KANSAS GOLD-DIGGINGS. 

Is the Rocky Mountains, ) 
Gregory’s Diggings, June 9, 1859. ) 

We left Denver at six yesterday morning, in a wagon 
drawn by four mules, crossing immediately by a rope 
ferry the south fork of the Platte. This fork is a swift, 
clear, cold stream, now several feet deep and some 
twenty rods wide, but fordable except when snows are 
melting in the mountains. Many gold-seekers’ wagons 
were waiting to cross, and more were momently arri¬ 
ving, so that the ferryman i.t least must be making his 
pile out of the diggings. Henceforward, our way lay 
north-west for fifteen miles, across a rolling and well- 
grassed prairie, on which one or two farms had been 
commenced, while two or three persons have just estab¬ 
lished “ranches”—that is, have built each his corral , in 
which cattle are herded at night, while allowed to run 
at large on the prairie during the day : §1.50 per month 
is the usual price per head for herding in this way, and 
the cattle are said to do very well. The miners leave 
or send back their cattle to herd on these prairies, while 
they prosecute their operations in the mountains where 
feed is generally scarce. 

Reaching Clear Creek, (properly Vasquer’s Fork), a 
cold, swift, rocky-bottomed stream, which emerges just 
above through a deep, narrow canon from the Rocky 
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Mountains—we left our wagons, saddled the mules and 
forded the creek—(and it was all our mules could do to 
stem its impetuous current)—ascended a gentle, grassy 
6lope to the foot of Rocky Mountains—which had for 
an hour seemed almost within a stone-throw on our left. 
Now they were to be faced directly, and the prospect 
was really serious. The hill on which we were to make 
our first essay in climbing, rose to a height of one thou¬ 
sand six hundred feet in a little more than a mile—the as¬ 
cent for most of the distance being more than one foot in 
three. I never before saw teams forced up such a preci¬ 
pice; yet there were wagons with ten or twelve hun¬ 
dred weight of mining tools, bedding, provisions, etc., 
being dragged by four to eight yoke of oxen up that 
giddy precipice, with four or five men lifting at the 
wdieels of each. The average time consumed in the as¬ 
cent is some two hours. Our mules, unused to such 
work, were visibly appalled by it; at first they resisted 
every effort to force them up, even by zigzags. My 
companions all walked, but I was lame and had to ride, 
much to my mule’s intense disgust. 11c was stubborn, 
but strong, and in time bore me safely to the summit. 

New as this rugged road is—it was first traversed five 
weeks ago to-day—death had traveled it before me. 
A young mkn, shot dead while carelessly drawing a 
rifle from his wagon, lies buried by the roadside on this 
mountain. I have heard of so many accidents of this 
nature—not less than a dozen gold-seekers having been 
shot in this’manner during the last two months—that I 
marvel at the carelessness with which fire-arms are 
every where handled on this side of the Missouri. Had 
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no single emigrant across the Plains this season armed 
himself, the number of them alive at this moment 
would have been greater than it is. 

We traveled some two miles along the crest of this 
mountain, then descended, by a pitch equally sharp with 
the ascent, but shorter, to a ravine, in which we rested 
our weary animals and dined. That dinner—of cold 
ham, bread and cheese—was one of the best relished of 
any I ever shared. Re-saddling, we climbed another 
precipice a little less steep—and so up and down for ten 
miles, when we descended into the narrow valley of a 
little branch of Clear Creek, and thenceforward had ten 
miles of relatively smooth going, crossing from one val¬ 
ley to another over hills of moderate elevation and easy 
ascent. 

A wilderness of mountains rose all around us, some 
higher, some lower, but generally very steep, with sharp, 
narrow ridges for their summits. Some of them are 
thinly grassed, between widely scattered trees up their 
sides and on their tops; but they are generally tim¬ 
bered, and mainly with yellow-pine, some of it quite 
large, but more of it small and apparently young. 
High on the mountains, this pine is short and scraggy, 
while in the ravines it grows tall and shapely, but aver¬ 
ages not more than a foot in diameter. Hurricanes 
have frequently swept these mountains, prostrating the 
pines by scores; fires have ravaged and decimated 
them; still, pines on the summits, pines on the hill 
sides, pines even in the ravines, are all but. universal. 
The balsam-fir grows sparingly in the ravines; hemlock, 
also, is reported, though I have not seen it: but the 





118 


TIIE KANSAS GOLD-DIGGINGS. 


quaking-asp or aspen—-which seems but a more delicate 
species of cotton-wood—is thick-set in the ravines, and 
sometimes appears on the more moderate acclivities, as 
do gooseberry bushes in the glens. Brooks of the pu¬ 
rest water murmur and sing in every ravine; springs 
abound ; the air is singularly pure and bracing; the elk, 
black-tailed deer and mountain-sheep are plentiful, ex¬ 
cept where disturbed by the in-rush of emigration; 
grouse are common and bold: the solitude was sylvan 
and perfect until a few weeks ago. All is now being 
rapidly changed, and not entirely for the better. 

We had a smart shower, with thunder and light¬ 
ning, during the afternoon, which compelled us to halt a 
few minutes. Another such this afternoon, indicates 
that it is a habit of the country. I am told, however, 
that though thunder is common, rain is generally with¬ 
held at this season, or confined to a mere sprinkle. 

Night fell upon us, while yet six or seven miles from 
the diggings, and we camped in the edge of the pines, 
on the brow of a gentle acclivity, with a prospect of 
grass as well as water for our weary, hungry beasts 
down the slope south of us. Mine had fallen to her 
knees in the last water-course we had passed, very 
nearly throwing me over her head ; had she done it, I 
am sure I had not the strength left to rise and remount, 
and hardly to walk the remaining half mile. As it 
was, I had to be lifted tenderly from my saddle and laid 
on a blanket, with two more above me, where 1 lay 
while the fire was built, supper prepared, and a lodge 
of dry poles and green pine boughs hastily erected. I 
was too tired to cat, but the bright, leaping flame from 
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the dry pines heaped on our fire gradually overcame 
the shivering, which was about the only sign of vitality 
I showed when first laid down, and I at length resumed 
the perpendicular by an effort, and took my place in 
our booth, where sleep but fitfully visited me during 
that bright, cool, short summer night. But this left me 
more time to rub my chafed and stiffened limbs, so that, 
when breakfast was called in the morning, I was ready, 
appetite included, and prepared to dispel the apprehen¬ 
sions of those who had predicted, on seeing me taken 
off my mule, that I must be left there for at least a day. 
By six o’clock, we were again in the saddle, and push¬ 
ing on, over a stony but rather level table-land, which 
extended for two or three miles, thickly covered with 
young pines and aspens, to the next ravine, whence the 
road leads up a short, steep hill, then down a very long, 
equally steep one, to Ralston’s fork of Clear Creek— 
being as rapid and rock-bottomed, as where we had 
crossed the main creek the day before thirty miles 
below, but with only one-third the volume of water, so 
that we forded it easily without a wet foot. A little 
runnel coming in from the west directly at the ford, 
with its natural translucency changed, to milky white 
ness by the running of its waters through sluices in 
which the process of gold-washing was going forward, 
gave us assurance that we were in immediate proximity 
to the new but already famous workings called, after 
their discoverer, “ Gregory’s Diggings.”* 

I shall not here speak of their pecuniary success or 


Xow (October) known as “ Mountain City.’’ 
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promise, tliougli I liave visited, during the day, a major¬ 
ity of those which have sluices already in operation, 
and received reports from my fellow-visitors from nearly 
all the others. Having united with them in a statement 
— to be herewith forwarded—of what we saw and 
learned, I refer those who feel any interest in the mat¬ 
ter to that statement. What I propose here to do is to 
give the reader some idea of the place and its general 
aspects. 

The little brook which here joins Clear Creek from 
the west starts at the foot of mountains three or four 
miles distant, and runs in a usually narrow ravine be¬ 
tween generally steep hills from five hundred to fifteen 
hundred feet high. Gregory’s lead is very near its 
mouth ; half a mile above seems the heart of the present 
mining region, though there are already sluices in oper¬ 
ation at intervals for at least two miles up the runnel, 
and others are soon to be started at intervals above 
them. Three or four miles south-west from its mouth, 
are Russell’s Diggings, where coarse gold is procured, 
but I was unable to visit them. Prospecting is actively 
going forward in every direction, and vague reports of 
lucky hits or brilliant prospects are started on this side 
or on that, but I have not been able to verify them. 
It is no disparagement to the others to say that, though 
mining is carried on at various points within a radius of 
thirty miles from this spot, “Gregory’s Diggings” are 
to-day the chief hope of gold-mining in the Rocky 
Mountains. 

Six weeks ago, this ravine was a solitude, the favorite 
haunt of the elk, the deer, and other shy denizens of the 
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profoundest wildernesses, seldom invaded by the foot¬ 
steps of man. I believe this strip of country has long 
been debatable land between tbe Utes and the Arapa- 
lioes, which circumstance combined with its rarely acces¬ 
sible situation to secure its wild tenants against human 
intrusion and persecution. I hear that the Arapahoes 
say that a good “ lodge-pole trail ”—that is, one which a 
pony may traverse with one end of the lodge-poles on 
his back, the other trailing behind him—exists from 
this point to the open prairie where Clear Creek de¬ 
bouches from the mountains—a trail which doubtless 
winds along the steep sides of the ravines and avoids 
the rugged heights necessarily traversed by the miner’s 
wagon-road. Should these diggings justify their present 
promise, I doubt not a road will iu time be made, re¬ 
ducing by one-half—say five thousand feet—the present 
aggregate of ascent and descent between this and Den¬ 
ver. But an unworked wagon-road must avoid the 
sides of these steep-banked ravines, running square up 
the faces and along the crests of the mountains, so that 
this spot is destined to remain barely accessible for at 
least another year. 

This narrow valley is densely wooded, mainly with 
the inevitable yellow-pine, which, sheltered from the 
fierce winds which sweep the mountain-tops, here grows 
to a height of sixty or eighty feet, though usually but a 
foot to eighteen inches in diameter. Of these pines, 
log-cabins are constructed with extreme facility, and 
probably one hundred are now being built, while three 
or four hundred more are in immediate contemplation. 
They are covered with the green boughs of the pines, 





122 


THE KANSAS GOLD-DIGGINGS. 


then with earth, and bid fair to be commodious and 
comfortable. As yet, the entire population of the valley 
—which cannot number less than four thousand, includ¬ 
ing five white women and seven squaws living with 
white men—sleep in tents, or under booths of pine 
boughs, cooking and eating in the open air. I doubt 
that there is as yet a table or chair in these diggings, 
eating being done around a cloth spread on the ground, 
while each one sits or reclines on mother earth. The 
food, like that of the plains, is restricted to a few staples 
—pork, hot bread, beans and coffee forming the almost 
exclusive diet of the mountains; but a meat-shop has 
just been established, on whose altar are offered up the 
ill-fed and well-whipped oxen who are just in from a 
fifty days’ journey across the plains, and one or two 
cows have been driven in, as more would be if. they 
could here been subsisted. But these mountains are 
mainly wooded, while the open hill-sides are so dry 
during summer that their grass is very scanty. It is 
melancholy to see so many over-worked and half-starved 
cattle as one meets or passes in this ravine and on the 
way hither. Corn is four dollars per bushel in Denver, 
and scarce at that; oats are not to be had ; there is not 
a ton of hay within two hundred miles, and none can 
ever be brought hither over the present road at a cost 
below forty dollars per ton. The present shift of humane 
owners is to herd their oxen or mules on the rich grass 
of the nearest prairies for a week or so, then bring them 
in here and keep them at work for a week or more, let¬ 
ting them subsist on browse and a very little grass, and 
then send them down the mountain again. This, bad 
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as it is, seems the best that can be done. Living of all 
kinds will always be dear at these mines, where Ameri¬ 
can flour is now selling at the rate of forty-four dollars 
per barrel, and bacon is worth fifty cents per pound; 
sugar ditto. 

I presume less than half the four or five thousand 
people now in this ravine have been here a week; he 
who has been here three weeks is regarded as quite an 
old settler. The influx cannot fall short of five hundred 
per day, balanced by an efflux of about one hundred. 
Many of the. latter go away convinced that Rocky 
Mountain gold-mining is one grand humbug. Some of 
them have prospected two or three weeks, eating up 
their provisions, wearing out their boots—and finding 
nothing. Others have worked for the more fortunate 
for one dollar per day and their board and lodging— 
certainly not high wages when the quality of the living 
is considered. And I feel certain that, while some— 
perhaps many—will realize their dreams of wealth here, 
a far greater number will expend their scanty means, 
tax their powers of endurance, and then leave, soured, 
heart-sick, spirit-broken. Twenty thousand people will 
have rushed into this ravine before the 1st of Septem¬ 
ber, while I do not’ see how half of them are to find 
profitable employment here. Unless, therefore, the area 
of the diggings shall meantime be greatly enlarged— 
of which there is no assurance—1 cannot imagine how 
half the number are to subsist here, even up to that 
early setting in of winter which must cause a general 
paralysis of mining, and consequently of all other Rocky 
Mountain industry. With the gold just wrested from 
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the earth still glittering in my eyes—and one company 
has taken out to-day, at a cost of not more than twenty- 
five dollars a lump (condensed by the use of quicksilver) 
which looks like a steel-yard-poise and is estimated as 
worth five hundred and ten dollars—I adhere to my 
long-settled conviction that, next to outright and indis¬ 
putable gambling, the hardest (though sometimes the 
quickest) way to obtain gold is to mine for it—that a 
good farmer or mechanic will usually make money 
faster—and of course immeasurably easier—by sticking 
to his own business than by deserting it for gold-digging 
—and that the man who, having failed in 6ome other 
pursuit, calculates on retrieving his fortunes by gold¬ 
mining, makes a mistake which he will be likely to rue 
to the end of his days. 

We had a famous gathering a few rods from this tent 
this evening. The estimate of safe men puts the num¬ 
ber present at fifteen hundred to two thousand. Though 
my name was made the excuse for it, brief and forcible 
addresses were made by several others, wherein mining, 
postal, and express facilities, the Pacific railroad, the 
proposed new Rocky Mountain state, temperance, gam¬ 
bling, etc., etc., were discussed with force and freedom. 
Such a gathering of men suddenly drawn hither from 
every section, and nearly every state, in a glen where 
the first axe was raised, the first tent pitched by white 
men, less than six weeks ago, should have inspired the 
dullest speaker with earnestness, if not with eloquence. 

Mining quickens almost every department of useful 
industry. Two coal-pits are burning close at hand. A 
blacksmith has set up his forge here, and is making a 
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good thing of sharpening picks at fifty cents each. A 
volunteer post-office is just established, to which an 
express-office will soon attach itself. A provision store 
will soon follow; then groceries; then dry goods; then 
a hotel, etc., until within ten years the tourist of the 
continent will be whirled up to these diggings over a 
longer but far easier road winding around the mountain- 
tops rather than passing over them, and will sip his 
chocolate and read his New York paper—not yet five 
days old—at the “Gregory House,” in utter uncon¬ 
sciousness that this region was wrested from the elk and 
the mountain-sheep so recently as 1859. 

Dexter, June 10, 1853. 

We left the diggings yesterday morning, and came 
down to the foot of the mountains, in spite of a driz¬ 
zling rain from noon to three or four o’clock, which at 
one time threatened a heavy shower. We made a poor 
shelter of a bnffalo-skin and a rubber blanket, stretched 
across a fallen tree, and there waited half an hour; 
but, finding the rain neither stopped nor grew violent, 
we saddled up and came on. Two accidents, which 
might have proved serious happened to members of our 
party—the first to Mr. Yillard, of Cincinnati, who, ri¬ 
ding at some distance from all others, was thrown by his 
mule’s saddle slipping forward and turning under him, 
so that he fell heavily on his left arm, which was badly 
bruised, and thence was dragged a rod with his heel 
fast in the stirrup. His mule then stopped; but when 
I rode up behind him, I dared not approach him lest I 
should start her, and waited a moment for the friend 
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who, having heard his call for help, was coming up in 
front. Mr. Y. was released without further injury, but 
his arm is temporarily useless. The other casualty hap¬ 
pened to Mr. Kershaw, of Xew York, who, riding to 
my assistance at Clear Creek crossing at nightfall, was 
thrown by his mule’s starting at the rush of a savage 
dog, and considerably injured, though he is nearly well 
to-day. It would have been to me a source of lasting 
sorrow had his fall resulted in more serious damage. 

When we reached Clear Creek on our way up three 
mornings since, though the current rushing from the 
mountains looked somewhat formidable, I charged it 
like a Zouave, and was greeted with three ringing 
shouts from the assembled Pike’s Peakers, as I came 
up, gay and dripping, on the north shore. But now, 
though the water was but a few inches higher, the 
starch was so completely taken out of me by those 
three days’ rough experience in the mountains, that I 
had neither strength nor heart for the passage. I felt 
that the least stumble of my mule over the round, slip¬ 
pery stones that fill the channel would fling me, and 
that I was unable to stand a moment in that rushing 
torrent. So, driving in my mule after, the rest of the 
party, and seeing her reach the south bank safely, 
though with great difficulty—breaking a girth and 
spilling saddle, blanket, etc., into the water—I betook 
myself to a spot, half a mile up stream, where the creek 
is split by islets into three channels, and where a rude 
foot-bridge of logs affords a dry-shod passage. Here I 
was met by my friend with his mule, and in a few 
minutes rode to our wagon, beside which we found 
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supper in an emigrant tent and lodging in several, and 
at four o’clock this morning harnessed up and drove 
into Denver—just three whole men out of a party of 
six, and all as weary and care-worn as need be, but all 
heartily gratified with our experience of three days in 
the Eocky Mountains. 
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THE PLAINS—THE MOUNTAINS. 

Denver, June 15, 1859. 

1 know far greater contrasts than that between the 
region which stretches hundreds of miles eastward from 
this spot toward the Missouri, and is known as The 
Plains , and that which overlooks us on the west, and, 
alike by its abrupt and sharp-ridged foot-hills seeming 
just at hand, and its glittering peaks of snow in the 
blue distance, vindicates its current designation, The 
Mountains. Let me elucidate : 

The plains are nearly destitute of human inhabitants. 
Aside from the buffalo-range—which has been steadily 
narrowing ever since Daniel Boone made his home in 
Kentucky, and is now hardly two hundred miles wide 
—it affords little sustenance and less shelter to man. 
The antelope are seldom seen in herds—three is the 
highest number I observed together, while one, or at 
most two, is a more common spectacle. One to each 
mile square would be a large estimate for all that exist 
on the plains. Elk are scarcely seen at all, even where 
they have hardly ever been hunted or scared. Of deer, 
there are none, or next to none. For the plains are the 
favorite haunt of beasts and birds of prey—of the 
ravenous and fearless gray-wolf, of the cayote, the 
raven, and the hawk—the first hanging on the flanks of 





THE PLAINS-THE MOUNTAINS. 


129 


every great herd of buffalo, ready to waylay any foolish 
calf or heedless heifer that may chance to stray for 
water or fresher grass beyond the protection of the 
hard-headed and chivalrous patriarchs, behind whose 
vigilant ranks there is comparative safety, and counting 
as their property any bull, even, whom wounds or dis¬ 
ease or decrepitude shall compel to fall behind in the 
perpetual march. For, while a stray buffalo, or two, or 
three, may linger in some lonely valley for months—for 
all winter, perhaps—the great herds which blacken the 
earth for miles in extent cannot afford to do so—they 
are so immensely numerous and find their safety in 
traveling so compactly that they must keep moving or 
starve. Avoiding, so far as possible, the wooded ravines 
of the slender water-courses, where experience has taught 
them to dread tfie lance-like arrow of the lurking Indian, 
they keep to the high “ divides,” or only feed in the val¬ 
leys while they have these well covered by sentinel 
bulls to give warning of any foe’s approach. Take away 
the buffalo, and the plains will be desolate far beyond 
their present desolation ; and I cannot but regard with 
sadness the inevitable and not distant fate of these noble 
and harmless brutes, already crowded into a breadth of 
country too narrow for them, and continually hunted, 
slaughtered, decimated, by the wolf, the Indian, the 
white man. They could have stood their ground against 
all in the absence of fire-arms, but “ villainous salpeter ” 
is too much for them. They are bound to perish; I 
trust it may be oftener by sudden shot than by slow 
starvation. 

Wood and water—the prime necessities of the trav. 

6* 
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eler as of the settler—are in adequate though not abun¬ 
dant supply for a hundred miles and more on this as 
they are throughout on the other side of the buffalo- 
range; at length they gradually fail, and we are in a 
desert indeed. No spring, no brook, for a distance of 
thirty to sixty miles (which would he stretched to more 
than a hundred* if the few tracks called roads were not 
all run so as to secure w r ater so far as possible)—rivers 
which have each had fifty to a hundred miles of its 
course gradually parched up by force of sun and wind, 
and its waters lost in their own sands, so that the weary, 
dusty traveler vainly digs for hours in their dry beds in 
quest of drink for his thirsty cattle—rivers which dare 
not rise again till some friendly brook, having its source 
in some specially favored region, pours in its small but 
steady tribute, moistens the sands of thq river-bed, and 
encourages its waters to rise to the surface again. In 
one case, an emigrant assures me that he dug down to 
the bed-rock of one of these rivers, yet found all dry 
sand. 

I know not that I can satisfactorily account, even to 
myself, for the destitution of wood which the Plains 
everywhere present, especially the western half of them. 
The poverty of the soil will not suffice, for these lands, 
when sufficiently moistened by rain or thawing snow¬ 
drifts, produce grass, and are not so sterile as the rocky 
hills, the pebbly knolls, of New England, which, never- 


* Since writing the above, I learn by a newly arrived Pike’s Peaker 
that the waterless stretch of desert is already a hundred miles long, and 
that every day’s sun is extending it. 
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tlieless, produce wood rapidly and abundantly. On the 
Prairies of Illinois, Missouri, and eastern Kansas, the 
absence of wood is readily accounted for by the annual 
fires which, in autumn or spring, sweep over nearly 
every acre of dead grass, killing every tree-sprout that 
may have started up from scattered seeds or roots run¬ 
ning from the timber in the adjacent ravine beneath 
the matted grass. But here are thousands of acres too 
poorly grassed to be swept by the annual fires—on 
which the thinly scattered reed-stalks and bunch-grass 
of last year shake dryly in the fierce night-winds—yet 
not a tree nor shrub relieves the tameness, the bareness, 
the desolation, of thousands after thousands of acres— 
not a twig, a scion, gives promise of trees that are to 
be. For a time, the narrow ravine or lowest intervale 
of the frequent streams were fairly timbered with cot¬ 
ton-wood, and low, sprawling elm, with a very little oak, 
or white-ash at long intervals intermixed; but these 
grew gradually thinner and feebler until nothing but a 
few small cotton-woods remained, and these skulking 
behind bluffs, or in sheltered hollows at intervals of 
twenty to forty miles. Once in ten or twenty miles, a 
bunch of dwarf willows, perhaps two feet high, would 
be found cowering in some petty basin washed out by 
a current of water many years ago; but these, like the 
cotton-woods, are happy if able to hold their own; in¬ 
deed, I have seen much evidence that wood was more 
abundant on the Plains a hundred years ago than it 
now is. Dead cotton-woods, of generous proportions, 
lie in the channels of dry brooks on which no tree nor 
shrub now grows; and, at one or more stations of the 
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express-company, near the sink of the Republican, they 
find dead pine eight miles up a creek, where no living 
pine has been seen for generations. I judge that the 
desert is steadily enlarging its borders and at the same 
time intensifying its barrenness. 

The fierce drouth that usually prevails throughout 
the summer, doubtless contributes to this, but I think 
the violent and all but constant winds exert a still more 
disastrous potency. High winds are of frequent, all 
but daily, occurrence here, within a dozen miles of the 
great protecting bulwark of the Rocky Mountains; 
while, from a point fifty miles eastward of this, they 
sweep over the Plains almost constantly, and at times 
with resistless fury. A driver stated on our way up, 
with every appearance of sincerity, that he had known 
instances of tires being blown otf from wagon-wheels 
by the tornados of the Plains; and, hard to swallow as 
that may seem, I have other and reliable assurance that, 
when the Missourians’ camp, on the express-road, was 
swept by a hurricane, five or six weeks ago, so that, 
after the wreck, but three decent wagons could bo 
patched up out of their six, as I have already narrated, 
one of the wheel-tires was found not only blown off but 
nearly straightened out! There is almost always a good 
breeze at mid-day and after, on the Plains; but, should 
none be felt during the day, one is almost certain to 
spring up at sunset, and blow fiercely through the 
night. Thus, though hot days, or parts of days, are 
frequent on the Plains, I have experienced not even a 
moderately warm night. And thus trees are not; 
mainly because the winds uproot or dismember them, 
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or so rock and wrench them while young, that their 
roots cannot suck up even the little nourishment that 
this soil of baking clay resting on porous sand would 
fain afford them. Thus the few shoots that cleave the 
surface of the earth soon wither and die, and the broad 
landscape remains treeless, cheerless, forbidding. 

But the dearth of water.and wood on the plains is 
paralleled by the poverty of shrubbery and herbage. I 
have not seen a strawberry-leaf—far from me be the 
presumption of looking for a berry!—since I left the 
Missouri three weeks ago; and the last blackberry 
bramble I observed grew on Chapman’s Creek—at all 
events, the other side of the buffalo-range. A raspber¬ 
ry-cane has not blessed my sight these three weary 
weeks, nor aught else that might be hoped to bear an 
old-fashioned fruit, save the far-off blackberries afore¬ 
said, and two or three doubtful grape-vines on some 
creek a great way back. The prickly pear, very rare 
and very green, is the only semblance of fruit I discov¬ 
ered on the plains; a dwarfish cactus, with its leaves 
close to the ground; the Spanish nettle—a sort of vege¬ 
table porcupine—a profusion of wild sage, wild worm¬ 
wood, and other such plants, worthless alike to man and 
beast, relieved by some well-gnawed grass in the richer 
valleys of winter water-courses (the flora usually very 
scanty and always coarse and poor)—such are my re¬ 
collections of the three hundred miles or so that separate 
the present buffalo-range from the creeks that carry 
snow-water to the Platte and the pines that herald our 
approach to the Rocky Mountains. 
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THE KOCKY MOUNTAINS. 

And now all changes, but slowly, gradually. The 
cactus, the Spanish nettle, the prickly pear continue, 
even into and upon the mountains; but the pines, 
though stunted and at first scattered, give variety, soft¬ 
ness and beauty to the landscape, which becomes more 
rolling, with deeper and more frequent valleys, and 
water in nearly all of them; the cotton-woods along the 
streams no longer skulk behind bluffs or hide in casual 
hollows; you may build an honest camp-fire without 
fear of robbing an embryo county of its last stick of 
wood, and water your mules generously without drying 
up some long, pretentious river, and condemning those 
who come after you to weary, thirsty marches through 
night and day. The cotton-woods, as you near the wind- 
quelling range of protecting heights, which rise, rank 
above rank, to the westward, (the more distant still 
white-robed with snow) grow large and stately—some 
of them sixty to seventy feet high, and at least three 
feet in diameter; the unwooded soil ceases to be desert 
and becomes prairie once more ; but still this is in the 
main a sandy, thinly grassed region, which cannot com¬ 
pare with the prairies of Illinois, of Iowa, or eastern 
Kansas. 

There seems to be as rich and deep soil in some of the 
creek-bottoms, especially those of the South Platte, as 
almost anywhere; and yet I fear the husbandman is 
doomed to find even this belt of grassed and moderately 
rolling land, which stretches along the foot of the Moun¬ 
tains to a width of perhaps twenty miles, less tractable 
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and productive than fertile. It lies at such an elevation 
—from five thousand to six thousand feet above the 
ocean level—that, though its winters are said to be 
moderate, its springs cannot be early. There was a fall 
of a foot of snow in this region on the 26th of May, 
when ice formed to a quarter-inch thickness on the 
Plains; and when summer suddenly sets in, about the 
1st of June, there are hot suns by day, and cool, strong 
winds by night, with a surfeit of petty thunder squalls, 
but little or no rain. The gentle rain of last Thursday 
in the mountains fell, for a short time, in sheets just at 
their feet—say for a breadth of five miles—and there 
ceased. Hardly a drop fell within five miles west, or 
for any distance east of this place, though the earth was 
Boaked only ten miles further west. Hence, the enter- 
prizing few who have commenced farms and gardens 
near this point, tell me that their crops have made no 
progress for a week or two, and can make none till they 
have rain. I trust wheat and rye w T ill do well here 
whenever they shall be allowed a fair chance; barley 
and oats, if sowed very early on deeply-plowed land, 
may do tolerably; but corn, though it comes up well 
and looks rank at present, will hardly ripen before frost, 
even should it escape paralysis by drouth; while pota¬ 
toes, peas, and’most vegetables will probably require 
irrigation, or yield but sparingly. Yet, should the gold 
mines justify their present promise, farming, in the 
right localities at the base of these mountains, even by 
the help of irrigation, will yield—to those who bring to 
it the requisite sagacity, knowledge, and capital—richer 
rewards than elsewhere on earth. Everything that can 
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be grown here will command treble or quadruple prices 
for years ; and lie who produces anything calculated to 
diversify and improve the gross, mountainous diet of 
salt pork, hot bread, beaus, and coffee, now necessarily 
all but universal in this region, will be justly entitled 
to rank with public benefactors. 

And the Rocky Mountains, with their grand, aro¬ 
matic forests, their grassy glades, their frequent springs, 
and dancing streams of the brightest, sweetest water, their 
pure, elastic atmosphere, and their unequalled game 
and fish, are destined to be a favorite resort and home 
of civilized man. I never visited a region where physi¬ 
cal life could be more surely prolonged or fully enjoyed. 
Thousands who rush hither for gold will rush away 
again disappointed and disgusted, as thousands have 
already done; and yet the gold is in these mountains, 
and the right men will gradually unearth it. I shall 
be mistaken if two or three millions are not taken out 
this year, and some ten millions in 1860, though all the 
time there will be, as now, a stream of rash adventurers 
heading away from the diggings, declaring that there is 
no gold there, or next to none. So it was in California 
and in Australia; so it must be here, where the obstacles 
to be overcome are greater, and the facilities for getting 
home decidedly better. All men are not'fitted by nature 
for gold-dig gers; yet thousands will not realize this until 
they have been convinced of it by sore experience. Any 
good phrenologist should have been able to tell half the 
people who rushed hither so madly during the last two 
months that, if these mountains had been half made of 
gold, they never would get any of it except bv minding 
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their own proper business, which was quite other than min¬ 
ing. And still the long procession is crossing the Platte 
and Clear Creek, and pressing up the “ Hill Difficulty ” 
in mad pursuit of gold, whereof not one fifth will carry 
back to the states so much as they brought away. Hew 
leads will doubtless be discovered, new veins be opened, 
new “diggings” or districts become the rage—for it 
were absurd to suppose that little ravine known as 
Gregory’s, running to Clear Creek, the sole depository 
of gold worth working in all this region—and in time 
the Rocky Mountains will swarm with a hardy, indus¬ 
trious, energetic white population. Hot gold alone, 
but lead, iron, and (I think) silver or cobalt, have al¬ 
ready been discovered here, and other valuable minerals, 
doubtless will be, as the mountains are more thoroughly 
explored—for as yet they have not been even run over. 
Those who are now intent on the immediate organiza¬ 
tion and admission of a new state may be too fast, yet 
I believe the Rocky Mountains, and their immediate 
vicinity—say between Fort Laramie on the north, and 
Taos on the south—will within three years have a white 
population of one hundred thousand, one half composed 
of men in the full vigor of their prime, separated by 
deserts and waste places from the present states—obliged 
to rely on their own resources in any" emergency, and 
fully able to protect and govern themselves. AY by not 
let them be a state so soon as reasonably may be. 

Mining is a pursuit akin to fishing and hunting, and, 
like them, enriches the few at the cost of the many. 
This region is doubtless foreordained to many changes 
of fortune; to-day, giddy with the intoxication of sue- 
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cess—to-morrow, in the valley of humiliation. One 
day, report will he made on the Missouri by a party of 
disappointed gold-seekers, that the “ Pike’s Peak hum¬ 
bug” has exploded, and that every body is fleeing to the 
states who can possibly get away; the next report will 
represent these diggings as yellow with gold. Neither 
will be true, yet each in its turn will have a certain thin 
substratum of fact for its justification. Each season 
will see its thousands turn away disappointed, only to give 
place to other thousands, sanguine and eager as if none 
had ever failed. Yet I feel a strong conviction that 
each succeeding month’s researches will enlarge the field 
of mining operations, and diminish the difficulties and 
impediments which now stretch across the gold-seeker’s 
path, and that, ten years hence, we shall be just begin¬ 
ning fairly to appreciate and secure the treasures now 
buried in the Rocky Mountains. 





XIII. 


THE GOLD 1ST THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS. 

Dexver, June 20, 1859. 

For some ten years past, vague stories affirming or 
implying the existence of gold in our country’s princi¬ 
pal cliain of mountains, have from time to time reached 
the public ear; but they seemed to rest on very slight 
or insecure foundations, and attracted but limited and 
transient attention. An Indian’s, or trapper’s, or tra¬ 
der’s bare assertion that, in traversing the narrow ra¬ 
vines and precipitous heights of our American Switzer¬ 
land he had picked up a piece of quartz lustrous with 
gold, or even a small nugget of the pure metal, was cal¬ 
culated to attract little attention, while California was 
unfolding her marvelous treasures, and while the fact 
stood forth clear and unquestioned, that not one pound 
of the precious dust from all the region watered by the 
Missouri’s mountain tributaries had ever been known 
to swell the world’s aggregate of the all-desired metal, 
and not one company, or individual even, was known 
to be seeking the yellow idol on this side of the back¬ 
bone of our continent. So far as I can learn, the first 
three parties ever organized to search for gold in all 
this Kocky Mountain region, were fitted out in the 
spring of 1858, from the Cherokee nation from Missouri, 
and from Kansas (Lawrence) respectively; and these, 
though they carried home or sent home large stories of 
the auriferous character of the country they “pros- 
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pected,” took with them precious little gold. But their 
reports aroused a spirit of gold-seeking adventure in 
others, so that the ensuing (last) fall witnessed a rush of 
three or four hundred, mainly men of broken fortunes 
from the dead mushroom “cities” of Nebraska and Kan¬ 
sas, to the region watered by the South Platte and the 
more northerly sources of the Arkansas. For some rea¬ 
son, this point—the junction of Cherry Creek with the 
South Platte—became the focus of the gold-hunt; here 
those who staid through the autumn and winter busied 
themselves in putting up log cabins, and writing home 
to their friends in the states, accounts of the richness of 
this region in gold—a metal which, except in very mi¬ 
nute quantities, they had seen but with the eye of faith. 
I doubt that three thousand dollars’ worth of gold in 
every shape, had been taken out by the five or six hun¬ 
dred seekers who came to this region in hot pursuit of 
it, down to the first day of last month—May, 1859. I 
doubt it, not merely because I have never seen any reli¬ 
able accounts of that much gold being sent or received 
from here prior to that date, but because the gold does 
not exist where it had almost exclusively been sought 
down to that day. Cherry Creek, though its extreme 
sources are near Pike’s Peak, is so headed off from the 
mountains by the South Platte, that I can hardly realize 
that it should bring down any gold at all; and, at best, 
washing for gold the sands of either of these streams 
near their junction, seems to me much like washing the 
banks of the Amazon, in Maritime, Brazil, for the gold 
of the Andes. Yet nearly all the gold-hunting of this 
region, up to last month, had been done in the sands of 
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these creeks, most of it miles distant from the mountains. 
There is testimony that several dollars’ worth of dust per 
day to the hand was thus washed out in certain happily 
chosen spots; but such successes were transient; and, 
despite all the glowing accounts set forth in letters to 
the states, it is clear that all the gold-washing done 
throughout this region up to last month, had not paid 
an average of fifty cents per dijy’s work; while the cost 
of each man’s subsistence, while thus employed, cannot 
have fallen short of a dollar per day. And the high 
waters of the streams preclude advantageous washing in 
the spring, even were gold far more abundant and endu¬ 
ring in their sands than it has yet been proved. 

Such was the actual state of things when the first 
flood of gold-seeking immigration began to pour in upon 
Auraria and Denver two months or more ago. Many 
of the seekers had left home with very crude ideas of 
gold-digging, impelled by glowing bulletins from wri¬ 
ters who confounded sanguine expectations with actual 
results, and at best spoke of any casual realization of 
five to ten dollars from a day’s washing as though it 
were a usual and reliable reward of gold-seeking indus¬ 
try throughout this region. Many who came were 
doubtless already wearied and disgusted with the hard¬ 
ships of their tedious journey—with sleeping in wet 
blankets through storms of snow and hurricanes of hail, 
and urging hollow and weary cattle over immense, tree¬ 
less plains, on which the grass had hardly started. 
Coming in thus weather-beaten, chafed and soured, and 
finding but a handful of squalid adventurers living in 
the rudest log huts, barred out from the mountains by 
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snow and ice, and precluded from washing the sands of 
the streams on the plains by high water, they jumped 
at once to the conclusion that the whole thing was a 
humbug, got up by reckless speculators to promote sel¬ 
fish ends. They did not stop to reason, much less to 
explore; but, spurred by a laudable even if untimely 
longing to “see Nancy and the children,” they turned 
their cattle’s heads eastward and rushed pell-mell down 
the Platte, sweeping back nearly all they met. I esti¬ 
mate the number who have started for “ Pike’s Peak ” 
this season and turned back at not less than forty thou¬ 
sand, and their positive loss by the venture (in time, 
clothing and money) at not less than an average of fifty 
dollars each—or, in all, two millions of dollars. 

Meantime, a few of the pioneers of this region—main¬ 
ly experienced gold-miners from Georgia, California, 
and even Australia—were quietly proceeding to pros¬ 
pect the mountains, so fast as the disappearance of snow 
and ice would permit—and, before the snow Avas fairly 
off the hither ranges, Avhile it still lay solid and deep on 
the central and higher chain, Mr. J. PI. Gregory, a vet¬ 
eran Georgia gold-digger, had struck the lead on a 
branch of Yasquer’s Fork (Clear Creek) some thirty 
miles west of this place by an air-line and forty-five by 
trail, which has since been the main focus and support 
of the gold-fever. Other leads have since been opened 
in the same raviue and its vicinity; Mr. Green Russell 
(another Georgian) is reported to be doing exceedingly 
Avell in his “ gulch diggings ” three miles south-west of 
Gregory’s; Ave have various reports of good leads struck 
at sundry points ten to fifteen miles west, south and 
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north of Gregory’s; and we have a further report that 
quartz of marvelous richness in gold has been found on 
the other side of the snowy range, some sixty miles west 
of Gregory’s, and not far from the Middle Park, whence 
the water flows to Grand River, and thence, through the 
Colorado, into the Gulf of California. 

I indorse none of these reports as absolutely true, 
though'all but the last are probably so. Tens of thou¬ 
sands will vainly ransack these mountains for gold 
through weeks and months, and leave them at last 
ragged and despondent, as hundreds are leaving them 
now; yet rich leads will continue to be struck, veins to 
be opened, sluices to be constructed, through years to 
come; and I shall not be disappointed to find the dis¬ 
trict yet prospected a mere corner of the Rocky Moun¬ 
tain Gold Region, of which the center is very probably 
a hundred miles north or south of this point. It may be 
north of Laramie even. All that lias yet been done 
toward the thorough development of the gold-producing 
capacity of the Rocky Mountains is very much what 
tickling an elephant’s ear with a pih would be toward 
dissecting him. 

But will disemboweling these mountains in quest of 
gold pay? A very pregnant question. I answer—It 
will pay some; it will fail to pay others. A few will 
be amply and suddenly enriched by finding “leads” 
and selling “ claimssome by washing those “ claims 
other some by supplying the mountains with the four 
apparent necessaries of mining life—whisky, coffee, 
flour, and bacon ; others by robbing the miners of their 
hard earnings through the instrumentality 0 / cards, 
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roulette, and the “little joker;” but ten will come out 
here for gold for every one who carries back so much as 
he left home with, and thousands who hasten hither 
flushed with hope and ambition will lay down to their 
long rest beneath the shadows of the mountains, with 
only the wind-swept pines to sigh their requiem. 
Within this last week, we have tidings of one young 
gold-seeker committing suicide, in a tit of insanity, at 
the foot of the mountains; two more found in a ravine, 
long dead and partially devoured by wolves; while five 
others, with their horse and dog, were overtaken, some 
days since, while on a prospecting tour not far from 
Gregory’s, by one of those terrible fires which, kindled 
by the culpable recklessness of some camping party, 
finds ready aliment in the fallen pine leaves which 
carpet almost the entire mountain region, and are 
fanned to fury by the fierce gales which sweep over the 
hill-tops, and thus were all burned to death, and so 
found and buried, two or three days since—their homes, 
their names, and all but their fearful fate, unknown to 
those who rendered’tliem the last sad offices. Ah! long 
will their families and friends vainly await and hope for 
the music of footsteps destined to be heard no more on 
earth! Thus, Death seems to be more busy and relent¬ 
less on these broad, breezy plains, these healthful, invig¬ 
orating mountains, than even in the crowded city or 
the rural district thick-sown with venerable graves. 

It is my strong belief that gold is scarcely less abund¬ 
ant in the Rocky Mountains than in California, though 
it seems, for many reasons, far less accessible. It is ? 
first. Much further from the sea-board, or from any 
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navigable water or means of easy approach; second. 
Belted by deserts and by regions on which little or no 
rain falls in summer, so that food, and almost every 
necessary of life, will here be permanently dearer than 
in California; third. So elevated (six thousand feet and 
over above tide-water) that little can be done at mining 
for a full half of each year; and fourth. Most of the 
gold which has been broken down and washed out of 
the veins by water-courses has been so swept along and 
dispersed by the fierce mountain-torrents that very little 
of it can be profitably washed out; hence, mining here 
must be mainly confined to the veins, and will thus in¬ 
volve blasting, raising by windlass, etc., etc., and so re¬ 
quire large investments of capital for its energetic and 
successful prosecution. While, therefore, I believe that 
these mountains will soon be yielding gold at the rate 
of many millions per annum, I say most emphatically 
to the poor men who want gold and are willing to work 
for it,—This is not the country for you 1 Far better seek 
wealth further east through growing wheat, or com, or 
cattle, or by any kind of manual labor, than come here to 
dig gold. One man may possibly acquire wealth faster 
in this gold-lottery than in Hew England or Kansas; 
but let one thousand poor men come hither to mine, 
while the same number resolve to win a competence by 
eminent industry and frugality in the east, and the lat¬ 
ter will assuredly have more wealth at five years’ end 
than the former—and will have acquired it with far less 
sacrifice of comfort, health and life. 

And here let me say, in closing up the subject, that I 
think the report made by Messrs. Richardson, Yillard 
1 
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and myself, of what we saw and learned at Gregory’s 
Diggings, is fully justified by more recent results. For 
example: we gave the first four days’ product of W. 
Defrees & Co. from Indiana (running one sluice) at $66, 
$80, $95, and $305 respectively—the four following 
days not returned. I have since obtained them; and 
they range as follows: $257, $281, $203, $193—or $388 
more than those of the four days for which we gave the 
returns. This company then sold out their claim for 
seven thousand dollars, and on the eighth of June opened 
a sluice on another, which in four days produced as fol¬ 
lows: $31, $205, $151, $213. Another Indiana com¬ 
pany, miscalled Sopris, Henderson & Co., in our report, 
ran two sluices on the 9th and 10th, realizing aboul 
$450 per day, and on the 11th had three sluices in oper-' 
ation for the first, and cleaned up $1,009 (really worth 
about $900) from the product of that day’s labor of 
twelve men. Some scores are doing well, though few 
quite so well as this ; but of the thousands who are do¬ 
ing nothing—at least, realizing nothing—who shall re¬ 
port ? Some of these issue daily from the mountains, 
out of provisions, out of means, out of heart; and, 
between this and snow-fall, thousands like them will 
come out, still more hungry, weary, forlorn, and take 
their way down the Platte as gaunt and disconsolate as 
men ever need be. But this, and much more, will not 
dissuade new thousands from rushing to take their 
places, so long as it is known that the Pocky Mountains 
contain gold. 

P. S.—A friend just in from the Mountains, who had 
a narrow escape from the flames, confirms our worst ru- 
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mors of disaster and death. He says not less than fif¬ 
teen* men have fallen victims to the conflagration, 
which is still raging, and threatens even the dense 
crowd of tents and cabins at Gregory’s. My friend in¬ 
forms me that the fire began very near where we camped 
during my first weary night in the Mountains, and 
would seem to have been purposely set by reckless sim¬ 
pletons curious to see the woods in a blaze! He thinks 
the victims were generally, if not uniformly, smothered 
before the fire reached them—the dense, pitchy smoke 
at once shrouding the vision and obstructing respira¬ 
tion. He says the flames swept through the pines and 
above their tops to a height of two hundred feet, with 
a roar and a rush appalling even to look on. He was 
obliged to run his mule at her utmost speed for two or 
three miles, in order to effect his escape. If this drouth 
continues—as it is likely to do for months—the moun 
tains this side of the snowy range will be nearly burned 
over for at least fifty miles north and south of the Greg¬ 
ory trail, driving out all that is left of game, killing 
much of the timber, and rendering the country every 
way more inhospitable—a most superfluous proceeding. 

I hear of still further discoveries further up in the 
Mountains—some of them gulch or water-course dig¬ 
gings, which are said to pay very well. They have 
just begun to work the sand of Clear Creek at the 
point where it issues from the mountains. Another 
friend just from Gregory’s, says he fears the victims of 
the fires now raging in that quarter will number one 


■ Another friend just arrived says certainly seventeen. 
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hundred. The limbs of the green pines are burned off 
close to the trunks, and the columns of roaring flame 
seem to fill the sky. The Gregory settlement was in 
some danger when my informants left it yesterday. 





XIV. 


“LO! THE POOR INDIAN!” 

Denver, June 16, 1859. 

I have been passing, meeting, observing and trying 
to converse with Indians almost ever since I crossed the 
Missouri. Eastern Kansas is chequered with their 
reservations—Delaware, Kaw, Ottawa, Osage, Kicka- 
poo, Potawatamie and others—while the buffalo-range, 
and all this side belong to, and are parceled among the 
Cheyennes, the Arapahoes, and the Apaches—or per¬ 
haps among the two former only, as Indian boundaries 
are not very well defined. At all events, we have met 
or passed bands of these three tribes, with occasional 
visitors from the Sioux on the north, and the Caman- 
ches on the south—all these tribes having for the pres¬ 
ent a good understanding. The Utes, who inhabit the 
mountains, and are stronger and braver than any one 
of the three tribes first named, though hardly a match 
for them all, are at war with them ; the Aarapaho chief, 
Left-Hand, assures me that his people were always at 
war with the Utes—at least, he has no recollection, no 
tradition, of a time when they were at peace. Some 
two or three hundred lodges of Arapahoes are encamped 
in and about this log city, calculating that the presence 
of the whites will afford some protection to their wives 
and children against a Ute onslaught while the “braves” 
are off on any of their fighting—that is, stealing—expe- 
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ditions. An equal or larger body of Utes are camped 
in tlie mountains, some forty or fifty miles west, and 
the Arapaho warriors recently returned in triumph from 
a war party, on which they managed to steal about a 
hundred horses from the Utes, but were obliged to kill 
most of them in their rapid flight, so that they only 
brought home forty more than they took away. They 
are going out again in a day or two, and have been for 
some days practising secret incantations and public ob¬ 
servances with reference thereto. Last midnight, they 
were to have had a grand war-dance, and to have left 
on the war-path to-day; but their men, sent out after 
their horses, reported that they saw three Utes on the 
plain, which was regarded as premonitory of an attack, 
and the “braves” stood to their arms all night, and 
were very anxious for white aid in case of a Ute foray 
on their lodges here in Denver. Such an attack seems 
very improbable, and I presume the three Utes who 
caused all this uproar were simply scouts or spies, on 
the watch for just such marauding surprise-parties as 
our Arapaho neighbors are constantly meditating. I 
do not see why they need take even this trouble. There 
are points on the mountain range west of this city, 
where a watchman with a sharp eye and a good glass 
would command the entire plain for fifty miles north, 
south, and east of him, and might hence give intelli¬ 
gence of any Arapaho raid at least a day before a brave 
entered the mountains. For, though it is true that In¬ 
dians on the war-path travel or ride mainly by night, 
I find that the Arapahoes do this only after they have 
entered on what they consider disputed or dangerous 
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ground—that they start from their lodges in open day, 
and only advance under cover of darkness after they 
are within the shadows of the mountains. Hence, the 
Utes, who are confessedly the stronger, might ambush 
and destroy any Arapaho force that should venture into 
their Rocky Mountain recesses, by the help of a good 
spy-glass, and a little White forecast. 

But the Indians are children. Their arts, wars, trea¬ 
ties, alliances, habitations, crafts, properties, commerce, 
comforts, all belong to the very lowest and rudest ages 
of human existence. Some few of the chiefs have a 
narrow and short-sighted shrewdness, and very rarely 
in their history, a really great man, like Pontiac or Te- 
cumseh, has arisen among them; but this does not shake 
the general truth that they are utterly incompetent to 
cope in any way with the European or Caucasian race. 
Any band of schoolboys, from ten to fifteen years of 
age, are quite as capable of ruling their appetites, devis¬ 
ing and upholding a public policy, constituting and 
conducting a state or community, as an average Indian 
tribe. And, unless they shall be treated as a truly 
Christian community would treat a band of orphan 
children providentially thrown on its hands, the abo¬ 
rigines of this country will be practically extinct within 
the next fifty years. 

I have learned to appreciate better than hitherto, and 
to make more allowance for, the dislike, aversion, con¬ 
tempt, wherewith Indians are usually regarded by their 
white neighbors, and have been since' the days of the 
Puritans. It needs but little familiarity with the actual, 
palpable aborigines to convince any one that the poetic 
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Indian—the Indian of Cooper and Longfellow—is only 
visible to the poet’s eye. To the prosaic observer, the 
average Indian of the woods and prairies is a being who 
does little credit to human nature—a slave of appetite 
and sloth, never emancipated from the tyranny of one 
animal passion save by the more ravenous demands of 
another. As I passed over those magnificent bottoms 
of the Kansas which form the reservations of the Dela¬ 
wares, Potawatamies, etc., constituting the very best 
corn-lands on earth, and saw their owners sitting around 
the doors of their lodges at the height of the planting 
season and in as good, bright planting weather as sun 
and soil ever made, I could not help saying, “These 
people must die out—there is no help for them. God 
has given this earth to those who will subdue and culti¬ 
vate it, and it is vain to struggle against His righteous 
decree.” And I yesterday tried my powers of per¬ 
suasion on Left-Hand—the only Arapaho chief who 
talks English—in favor of an Arapaho tribal farm—say 
of two hundred acres for a beginning—to be broken and 
fenced by the common etforts of the tribe, and a patch 
therein allotted to each head of a family who would 
agree to plant and till it—I apprehend to very little 
purpose. For Left-Hand, though shrewd in his way, is 
an Indian, and every whit as conservative as Boston’s 
Beacon street or our Fifth Avenue. He knows that 
there is a certain way in which his people have lived 
from time immemorial, and in which they are content 
still to live, knowing and seeking no better. He may 
or may not have heard that it is the common lot of 
prophets to be stoned and of reformers to be crucified; 
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but he probably comprehends that squaws cannot fence 
and plow, and that “braves” are disinclined to any 
such steady, monotonous exercise of their muscles. I 
believe there is no essential difference in this respect 
between “braves” of the red and those of the white 
race, since even our country’s bold defenders have not 
been accustomed to manifest their intrepidity in the 
corn-fields along their line of march, save in the season 
of roasting-ears; and the verb “to soldier” has acquired, 
throughout Christendom in all its moods and tenses, a 
significance beyond the need of a glossary. Briefly, the 
“ brave,” whether civilized or savage, is not a worker, a 
producer; and where the men are all “ braves,” with a 
war always on hand, the prospect for productive indus¬ 
try is gloomy indeed. If, then, the hope of Indian ren¬ 
ovation rested mainly on the men, it would be slender 
enough. There is little probability that the present 
generation of “ braves ” can be weaned from the tradi¬ 
tions and. the habits in -which they find a certain per¬ 
sonal consequence and immunity from daily toil, which 
stand them instead of intelligence and comfort. Squalid, 
and conceited, proud and worthless, lazy and lousy, they 
will strut out or drink out their miserable existence, and 
at length afford the world a sensible relief by dying out 
of it. 

But it is otherwise with the women. Degraded and 
filthy as they are, beyond description or belief, they 
be&r the germ of renovation for their race, in that they 
are neither too proud nor too indolent to labor. The 
squaw accepts work as her destiny from childhood. In 
her father’s lodge, as in that wherein she comes in turn 
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to hold a fifth or sixth interest in a husband—(for all 
Indians are polygamists in theory, and all who have 
means or energy become such in practice)—she compre¬ 
hends and dutifully accepts drudgery as her “ peculiar 
institution.” She pitches and strikes the tent, carries it 
from one encampment to another, gathers and chops the 
wood, and not only dresses and cooks the game which 
forms the family’s food (when they have any) but goes 
into the woods and backs it home, w T hen her lord returns 
with the tidings that he has killed something. Tanning 
or dressing hides, making tents, clothing, moccasins, etc., 
all devolve on her. Under such a dispensation, it is not 
difficult to believe that she often willingly accepts a 
rival in the affections of her sullen master, as promising a 
mitigation rather than an aggravation of the hardships 
of her lot. 

And yet even the Indian women are idle half their 
time, from sheer want of any thing to do. They will 
fetch water for their white neighbors, or do any thing 
else whereby a piece of bread may be honestly earned; 
and they would do ten times more than they do, if they 
could find work and be reasonably sure of even a mea¬ 
ger reward for it. 

I urge, therefore, that in future efforts to improve the 
condition of the Indians, the women be specially re¬ 
garded and appealed to. A conscientious, humane, 
capable Christian trader, with a wife thoroughly skilled 
in household manufactures and handicraft, each speak¬ 
ing the language of the tribe with whom they take up 
their residence, can do more good than a dozen average 
missionaries. Let them keep and sell whatever articles 
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are adapted to the Indians’ needs and means, and let 
them constitute and maintain an Industrial School, in 
which the Indian women and children shall he freely 
taught how to make neatly and expeditiously not only 
moccasins, but straw hats, bonnets, and (in time) a hun¬ 
dred other articles combining taste with utility. Let a 
farm and garden he started so soon as may be, and veg¬ 
etables, grain, fruits given therefrom in exchange for 
Indian labor therein, at all times when such labor can 
be made available. Of course, the school, though pri¬ 
marily industrial, should impart intellectual and reli¬ 
gious instruction also, wisely adapted in character and 
season to the needs of the pupils, and to their percep¬ 
tion of those needs. Such an enterprise, combining 
trade with instruction, thrift with philanthropy, would 
gradually mould a generation after its own spirit— 
would teach them to value the blessings of civilization 
before imposing on them its seeming burdens; and 
would, in the course of twenty years, silently transform 
an indolent savage tribe into a civilized Christian com¬ 
munity. There may be shorter modes of effecting this 
transformation, hut I think none surer. 

Doubtless, such an enterprise demands rare qualities 
in its head—that of patience prominent among them. 
The vagrancy of the Indians would prove as great an 
obstacle to its success as their paltry hut interminable 
wars. Yery often, in the outset, the apostle of industry 
and civilization would find himself deserted by all his 
pupils, lured away by the hope of success elsewhere in 
marauding or hunting. But let him, having first delib¬ 
erately chosen his location, simply persevere, and they 
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will soon come round again, glad enough to find food 
that may be had even for solid work; for all I can learn 
impels me to believe that hunger is the normal state of 
the Indian, diversified by transient interludes of glut¬ 
tony. Meat is almost his only food; and this, though 
plentiful at seasons, is at others scarcely obtainable in 
the smallest quantities, or dried to the toughness of lea¬ 
ther. The Indian likes bread as well as the white; he 
must be taught to prefer the toil of producing it to the 
privation of lacking it. This point gained, he will easi¬ 
ly be led to seek shelter, clothing, and all the comforts 
of civilized life, at their inevitable cost; and thus his 
temporal salvation will be assured. Otherwise, his ex¬ 
termination is inexorably certain, and cannot long be 
postponed. 
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WESTERN CHARACTERS. 

Denver, June 21,1859. 

I know it is not quite correct to speak of this region 
as “Western,” seeing that it is in fact the center of 
North America and very close to its backbone. Still, 
as the terms “Eastern” and “Western” are conven¬ 
tional and relative—Castine being “ Western ” to a Blue- 
nose and Carson Yalley, “Eastern ” to a Californian—I 
take the responsibility of grouping certain characters I 
have noted on the plains and in or about the mountains 
as “Western,” begging that most respectable region 
which lies east of the buflalo-range—also that portion 
which lies west of the Colorado—to excuse the liberty. 

The first circumstance that strikes a stranger travers¬ 
ing this wild country is the vagrant instincts and habits 
of the great majority of its denizens—perhaps I should 
say, of the American people generally, as exhibited here. 
Among any ten whom you successively meet, there will 
be natives of New England, New York, Pennsylvania, 
Yirginia or Georgia, Ohio or Indiana, Kentucky or 
Missouri, France, Germany, and perhaps Ireland. But, 
worse than this; you cannot enter a circle of a dozen 
persons of whom at least three will not have spent some 
years in California, two or three have made claims and 
built cabins in Kansas or Nebraska, and at least one 
spent a year or so in Texas. Boston, New York, Phila- 
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delphia, New Orleans, St. Louis, Cincinnati, have all 
contributed their quota toward peopling the new gold 
region. The next man you meet driving an ox-team, 
and white as a miller with dust, is probably an ex-bank¬ 
er or doctor, a broken merchant or manufacturer from 
the old states, who has scraped together the candle-ends 
charitably or contemptuously allowed him by his credi¬ 
tors on settlement, and risked them on a last desperate 
cast of the dice by coming hither. Ex-editors, ex-prin¬ 
ters, ex-clerks, ex-steamboat men, are here in abundance 
—all on the keen hunt for the gold which only a few 
will secure. One of the stations at which we slept on 
our way up—a rough tent with a cheering hope (since 
blasted) of a log house in the near future—was kept by 
an ex-lawyer of Cincinnati and his wife, an ex-actress 
from our New York Bowery—she being cook. Omni¬ 
bus-drivers from Broadway repeatedly handled the rib¬ 
bons ; ex-border ruffians from civilized Kansas—some 
of them of unblessed memory—were encountered on 
our way, at intervals none too long. All these, blended 
with veteran Mountain men, Indians of all grades from 
the tamest to the wildest, half-breeds, French trappers 
and voyagcurs (who have generally two or three Indian 
wives apiece) and an occasional negro, compose a med¬ 
ley such as hardly another region can parallel. Hono¬ 
lulu, or some other port of the South Sea Islands, could 
probably match it most nearly. 

The old mountaineers form a caste by themselves, and 
they prize the distinction. Some of them arc French¬ 
men, or Franco-Americans, who have been trapping or 
trading in and around these mountains for a quarter of 
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a century, have wives and children here, and here 
expect to live and die. Some of these have accumu¬ 
lated property and cash to the value of two hundred 
thousand dollars, which amount will not easily be re¬ 
duced, as they are frugal in everything (liquor some¬ 
times excepted), spend but a pittance on the clothing of 
their families, trust little, keep small stocks of goods, 
and sell at large profits. Others came years ago from 
the states, some of them on account each of a “ difficul¬ 
ty ” wherein they severally killed or savagely maimed 
their respective antagonists under circumstances on 
which the law refuses to look leniently; whence their 
pilgrimage to and prolonged sojourn here, despite enti¬ 
cing placards offering five hundred dollars or perhaps one 
thousand dollars for their safe return to the places that 
knew them once, but shall know them no more. This 
class is not numerous, but is’ more influential than it 
should be in giving tone to the society of which its 
members form a part. Prone to deep drinking, soured 
in temper, always armed, bristling at a word, ready 
with the rifle, revolver or bowie-knife, they give law 
and set fashions which, in a country where the regular 
administration of justice is yet a matter of prophecy, it 
seems difficult to overrule or disregard. I apprehend 
that there have been, during my two weeks sojourn, 
more brawls, more fights, more pistol-shots with crim¬ 
inal intent in this log city of one hundred and fifty 
dwellings, not three-fourths completed nor two-thirds 
inhabited, nor one-third fit to be, than in any community 
of no greater numbers on earth. This will be changed 
in time—I trust within a year, for the empty houses are 





160 


WESTERN CHARACTERS. 


steadily finding tenants from the two streams of emigra¬ 
tion rolling in daily up the Platte on the one hand, 
down Cherry Creek on the other, including some scores 
of women and children, who generally stop here, as all 
of them should; for life in the mountains is yet horribly 
rough. Public religious worship, a regular mail and 
other civilizing influences, are being established ; there 
is a gleam of hope that the Arapahoes—who have made 
the last two or three nights indescribably hideous by 
their infernal war-whoops, songs and dances—will at 
last clear out on the foray against the Utes they have so 
long threatened, diminishing largely the aggregate of 
drunkenness and riot, and justifying expectations of 
comparative peace. So let me close up my jottings from 
this point—which circumstances beyond my control 
have rendered so voluminous—with a rough ambrotype 
of 


LIFE IN DENVER. 

The rival cities of Denver and Auraria front on each 
other from either bank of Cherry Creek, just before it is 
lost in the South Platte. The Platte has its sources in 
and around the South Park of the Rocky Mountains, a 
hundred miles south-west of this point; but Cherry 
Creek is headed off from them by that river, and, wind¬ 
ing its northward course of forty or fifty miles over the 
plains, with its sources barely touching the Mountains, 
is a capricious stream, running quite smartly when we 
came here, but whose broad and thirsty sands have 
since drank it all up at this point, leaving the log foot¬ 
bridges which connect the two cities as useless as an 
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ice-house in November. The Platte, aided by the melt¬ 
ing of the snows on the higher mountains, runs nearly 
full-banked, though the constant succession of hot suns 
and dry winds begins to tell upon it; while Clear Creek 
(properly Yasquer’s Fork), which issues directly from 
the Mountains just above its crossing on the way to the 
Gregory diggings, is nearly at its highest, and will so 
remain till the inner mountains are mainly denuded of 
their snowy mantles. But, within a few days, a foot¬ 
bridge has been completed over the Platte, virtually 
abolishing the ferry and saving considerable time and 
money to gold-seekers and travelers; while another over 
Clear Creek precludes not only delay but danger—seve¬ 
ral wagons having been wrecked and two or three men 
all but drowned in attempts to ford its rapid, rocky 
current. Thus the ways of the adventurous grow daily 
smoother; and they who visit this region ten years 
hence, will regard as idle tales the stories of privation, 
impediment, and “ hair-breadth ’scapes ” which are told, 
or might be, by the gold-seekers of 1859. 

Of these rival cities, Auraria is by far the more vener¬ 
able—some of its structures being, I think, fully a year 
old, if not more. Denver, on the other hand, can boast 
of no antiquity beyond September or October last. In 
the architecture of the two cities there is, notwithstand¬ 
ing, a striking similarity—cotton-wood logs, cut from the 
adjacent bottom of the Platte, roughly hewed on the 
upper and under sides, and chinked with billets of split 
cotton-wood on the inner, and with mud on the outer 
side, forming the walls of nearly or quite every edifice 
which adorns either city. Across the center of the in- 
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terior, from shorter wall to wall, stretches a sturdy 
ridge-pole, usually in a state of nature, from which 
“shooks,” or split saplings of cotton-wood, their split 
sides down, incline gently to the transverse or longer 
sides; on these (in the more finished structures) a coat¬ 
ing of earth is laid; and, with a chimney of mud-daubed 
sticks in one corner, a door nearly opposite, and a hole 
beside it representing or prefiguring a window, the 
edifice is complete. Of course, many have no earth on 
their covering of shooks, and so are liable to gentle 
inundation in the rainy season; but, though we have 
had thunder and lightning almost daily, with a brisk 
gale in most instances, there has been no rain worth 
naming such here for weeks, and the unchinked, barely 
shoolc-covered houses, through whose sides and roofs 
you may see the stars as you lie awake nights, are 
decidedly the cooler and airier. There is a new hotel 
nearly finished in Auraria, which has a second story 
(but no first story) floor; beside this, mine eyes have 
never yet been blessed with the sight of any floor what¬ 
ever in either Denver Qr Auraria. The last time I slept 
or ate with a floor under me (our wagon-box and mother 
earth excepted) was at Junction-City, nearly four weeks 
ago. The “Denver House,” which is the Astor House 
of the gold region, lias walls of logs, a floor of earth, 
with windows and roof of rather flimsy cotton-sheeting; 
while every guest is allowed as good a bed as his 
blankets will make. The charges are no higher than 
at the Astor and other first-class hotels, except for 
liquor—twenty-five cents a drink for dubious whisky, 
colored and nicknamed to suit the taste of customers— 
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being the regular rate throughout this region. I had 
the honor to be shaved there by a nephew (so he assured 
me) of Murat, Bonaparte’s king of Naples—the honor 
and the shave together costing but a paltry dollar. Still, 
a few days of such luxury surfeited me, mainly because 
the main or drinking-room was also occupied by several 
blacklegs as a gambling-hall, and their incessant clamor 
of “Who’ll go me twenty? The ace of hearts is the 
winning card. Whoever, turns the ace of hearts wins 
the twenty dollars,” etc. etc., persisted in at all hours 
up to midnight, became at length a nuisance, from 
which I craved deliverance at any price. Then the 
visitors of that drinking and gambling-room had a care¬ 
less way, when drunk, of firing revolvers, sometimes at 
each other, at other times quite miscellaneously, which 
struck me as inconvenient for a quiet guest with only 
a leg and a half, hence in poor condition for dodging 
bullets. So I left. 

“How do you live in Denver?” I inquired of a New 
York friend some weeks domiciled here, in whose com¬ 
pany I visited the mines. “ O, I’ve jumped a cabin,” 
was his cool, matter-of-course reply. As jumping a 
cabin was rather beyond my experience, I inquired 
further, and learned that, finding an uninhabited cabin 
that suited him, he had quietly entered and spread his 
blankets, eating at home or abroad as opportunity 
might suggest. I found, on further inquiry, that at 
least one-third of the habitations in Denver and Auraria 
were desolate when we came here (they have been 
gradually filling up since), some of the owners having 
gone into the mountains, digging or prospecting, and 
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taken their limited supply of household goods along 
with them ; while others, discouraged by the poor show 
of mining six weeks ago, when even the nearer moun¬ 
tains were still covered with snow and ice, rushed pell- 
mell down the Platte with the wild reflux of the spring 
emigration, abandoning all but what they could carry 
away. It is said that lots and cabins together sold for 
twenty-five dollars—so long as there were purchasers; 
but these soon failing, they were left behind like camp¬ 
fires in the morning, and have since been at the service 
of all comers. 

So, in company with a journalizing friend, I, too, 
have “jumped a cabin,” and have kept to it quite 
closely, under a doctor’s care, for the last week or ten 
days. It is about ten feet square, and eight feet high, 
rather too well chinked for summer, considering that it 
lacks a window, but must be a capital house for this 
country in winter. I board with the nearest neighbor; 
and it is not my landlady’s fault that the edible re¬ 
sources of Denver are decidedly limited. But even 
these are improving. To the bread, bacon, and beans, 
which formed the staple of every meal a short time ago, 
there have been several recent additions; milk, which 
was last week twenty-five cents per quart, is now down 
to ten, and I hear a rumor that eggs, owing to a recent 
increase in the number of hens, within five hundred 
miles, from four or five to twelve or fifteen, are about 
to fall from a dollar a dozen to fifty cents per dozen. 
On every side, I note signs of progress—improvement— 
manifest destiny:—there was a man about the city yes¬ 
terday with lettuce to sell—and I am credibly assured 
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that there will be green peas next month—actually 
p eas l—provided it should rain soakingly meantime— 
whereof a hazy, lowering sky would seem just now to 
afford some hope. (P. S. The hope has vanished.) 
But I—already sadly behind, and nearly able to travel 
again—must turn my back on this promise of luxuries, 
and take the road to Laramie to-day, or at furthest to¬ 


morrow. 
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FROM DENVER TO LARAMIE. 

Fort Laramie, June 27, 1859. 

I left Denver at 3, p. m., on Tuesday, 21st inst. There 
are two roads thence to this point: that usually pre¬ 
ferred follows down the east fork of the South Platte 
some forty miles, crossing that river near St. Vrain’s 
(deserted) Fort, thus avoiding several rapid and difficult 
creeks, and crossing Cache-la-Poudre near its mouth, 
where, like nearly all these streams, it is broader and 
shallower than where it issues from the Rocky Moun¬ 
tains. My guide had expected to take this route till 
the last moment, when lie learned that the South Platte 
was entirely too high to be forded near St. Vrain’s Fort, 
or any where else, and that there was now no ferry¬ 
boat for two hundred miles below Denver; hence he had 
no choice but to take the upper or mountain-route. So 
we crossed the Platte directly at Denver, and Clear 
Creek some three or four miles below the road to Greg¬ 
ory’s Diggings, by a bad, difficult ford, embellished by 
some half-dozen deep, ugly “ sloughs ” in the bottom on 
either side, the creek being so high that the bottom was 
flooded in part, and very miry. This high water cut 
us off from a purposed call on a hunter in the bottom, 
of whom we had expected to obtain fresh meat for our 
journey. We pushed on ten miles further, and camped 
for the night opposite “ Boulder City,” a log hamlet of 
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some thirty habitations, covering the entrance to “Boul¬ 
der Diggings,” twelve miles westward in the mountains. 
Here we found four wagons, two of them with horse- 
teams, each conveying the luggage of four or five men 
who, having taken a look at this gold-region, had de¬ 
cided to push on for California, most of them, I believe, 
through what is known as the “ Cherokee Trail,” which 
forms a part of the shortest practicable route from Den¬ 
ver to Salt Lake. I was strongly tempted at Denver to 
join one of these parties, and go through this pass—had 
I stood firmly on both feet, I think I should have done 
it, saving distance, though losing time. We all camped 
for the night beside a small brook, the rippling of 
whose waters over its pebbly bed fell soothingly on the 
drowsy ear. I had the wagon to myself for a bed¬ 
chamber, while my three companions spread their buf¬ 
falo-skin and blankets on the grass, and had the vault 
of heaven for their ceiling. The night was cool and 
breezy; our mules were picketed on the grass at a 
short distance ; our supper of fried pork and pilot-bread 
had not surfeited us; and we slept quietly till the first 
dawn of day, when our mules were quickly harnessed, 
and we left our fellow-campers still torpid, pushing on 
fifteen miles, and crossing two deep, swift, steep-banked 
creeks (St. Vrain’s Fork, and a branch of Thompson’s 
Creek) before stopping for feed and breakfast. After 
two hours’ rest, we harnessed up, and made twenty 
miles more before stopping, at the crossing of the other 
fork of Thompson’s Creek for dinner. Here we found 
a caravan moving from Missouri to California, which 
reminded me of the days of Abraham and Lot. It 
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comprised six or seven heavy wagons, mainly drawn by 
oxen, with a light traveling carriage and pair of horses 
conveying the patriarch’s family, some two or three 
hundred head of cows, steers, and young cattle, with 
three or four young men on horseback driving and 
keeping the herd. Girls were milking, women cooking 
or washing, children playing—in short, here was the 
material for a very fair settlement, or quite an imposing 
Kansas city. While we were .snoozing, they hitched 
up and moved on before us, but we very soon overtook 
and passed them. There are scores of such caravans 
now on the various roads to California, many of which 
will see very hard times ere they reach Carson Y alley, 
and some still harder before they get fairly across the 
Sierra Nevada. Many of them are behind time; the 
feed—for most of the way scanty at best—has been de¬ 
voured by the cattle ahead of them, and the drouth for¬ 
bids the growth of more until September, in which 
month snow begins to fall heavily on the Sierra Ne¬ 
vada. And it will not tend to rouse their flagging 
spirits to meet—as I am well assured they must—similar 
caravans of people, who,' having tried California to 
their full satisfaction, are now moving back to Missouri 
again. Was there ever another such vagrant, restless, 
discontented people, pretending to be civilized, as ours! 

Pushing on steadily over a reasonably level country, 
though crossed by many deep and steep-banked dry 
gullies, and perhaps one petty living stream, we stood 
at 5 p. m. on the south bank of Cache-la-Poudre, seventy 
miles from Denver, and by far the most formidable 
stream between the South Platte and the Laramie. Our 
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conductor was as brave as mountaineer need be, but lie 
was wary as well, and had seen so many people drowned 
in fording such streams, especially the Green Kiver 
branch of the Colorado, on which he spent a year or 
two, that he chose to feel his way carefully. So he 
waited and observed for an hour or more, meantime 
sending word to an old French mountaineer friend from 
Utah, who has pitched his tent here, that his help was 
wanted. There had been a ferry-boat at this crossing 
till two nights before, when it went down stream, and 
had not since been heard of. A horseman we met some 
miles below, assured us that there wa9 no crossing; but 
this we found a mistake—two men mounted on strong 
horses crossing safely before our eyes, and two heavy- 
laden ox-wagons succeeding them in doing the same, 
save that one of them stuck in the stream, and the oxen 
had to be taken off and driven out, being unable to pull 
it while themselves were half buried in the swift current. 
But these crossings were made from the other side, where 
the entrance was better and the current rather favored 
the passage ; the ox-wagons were held to the bottom by 
the weight of their loads, while our “ ambulance” was 
light, and likely to be swept down stream. At length 
our French friend appeared, mounted on a powerful 
horse, with an Indian attendant on another such. He 
advised us to stay where we were for the night, prom¬ 
ising to come in the morning with a heavy ox-team and 
help us over. As' this, however, involved a loss of at 
least ten miles on our next day’s drive, our conductor 
resolved to make an attempt now. So the Frenchman on 
his strong horse took one of our lead-mules by the halter 
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and the Indian took the other, and we went in, barely 
escaping an upset from going down the steep bank ob¬ 
liquely, and thus throwing one side of our wagon much 
above the other; but we righted in a moment and went 
through—the water being at least three feet deep for 
about a hundred yards, the bottom broken by the bowl¬ 
ders, and the current very strong. We camped so soon 
as fairly over, lit a fire, and, having obtained a quarter 
of antelope from our French friend, proceeded to pre¬ 
pare and discuss a most satisfactory supper. Table, of 
course, there was none, and we had unluckily lost our 
fork; but we had still two knives, a sufficiency of tin- 
cups and plates, with an abundance of pork and pilot- 
bread, .and an old bag for table-cloth which had evi¬ 
dently seen hard service, and had gathered more dirt 
and blood in the course of it than a table-cloth actually 
needs. But the antelope ham was fresh, fat, and ten¬ 
der; and it must have weighed less by three pounds 
when that supper was ended than when its preparation 
was commenced. 

By the way, there was a discussion at supper between 
my three companions—all mountaineers of ripe expe¬ 
rience—as to the relative merits of certain meats, of 
which I give the substance for the benefit of future trav 
elers through this wild region, buffalo I found to be a 
general favorite, though my own experience of it makes 
it a tough, dry, wooden fiber, only to be eaten under 
great provocation. I infer that it is poorer in spring 
than at other seasons, and that I have not been fortu¬ 
nate in cooks. Bear, I was surprised to learn, is not 
generally liked by mountaineers—my companions had 
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eaten every species, and were not pleased with any. 
The black-tailed deer of the mountains is a general 
favorite; so is the mountain-hen or grouse; so is the 
antelope, of course; the elk- and mountain-sheep less 
decidedly so. None of our party liked horse, or knew 
any way of cooking it that would make it really pala¬ 
table, though of course it has to be eaten occasionally, 
for necessity hath no law—or rather, is its own law. 
Our conductor had eaten broiled wolf, under compulsion, 
but could not recommend it; but he certified that a slice 
of cold boiled dog —well boiled, so as to free it from 
rankness, and then suffered to cool thoroughly—is ten¬ 
der, sweet and delicate as lamb. I ought to have ascer¬ 
tained the species and age of the dog in whose behalf 
this testimony was borne—for a young Newfoundland 
or king Charles might justify the praise, while it would 
be utterly unwarranted in the case of an old cur or mas¬ 
tiff—but the opportunity was lost, and I can only give 
the testimony as I received it. 

Caclie-1 a-Poudre seems to be the center of the ante¬ 
lope country. There are no settlements, save a small 
beginning just at this ford, as yet hardly three months 
old—between Denver, seventy miles on one side, and 
Laramie, one hundred and thirty on the other. The 
North Platte and the Laramie, both head in the moun¬ 
tains, forty to eighty miles due west of this point, thence 
pursuing a generally north course for more than a hun¬ 
dred miles among the hills, which are here lower and 
less steep than further south. The bold, high, regular 
front displayed by the Rocky Mountains for at least a 
hundred (and, I believe, for two hundred) miles south 





172 


FROM DENVER TO LARAMIE. 


of the Cache-la-Poudre, hence gradually melts away 
iuto a succession of softer, rounder, lower hills; snow 
disappears; the line between the mountains and the 
plains is no longer straight and sharply defined; and 
the still waters of the plain have for some miles an alka¬ 
line appearance, beside being very scarce in summer. 
The Cherokee Trail plunges into the mountains on the 
north side of and very near to Cache-la-Poudre; and 
henceforth we overtake no emigrants moving westward 
—none of any sort—but meet a few in wagons making 
for Boulder City or the Gregory Diggings. Since we 
crossed Clear Creek, on which there is on this trail a 
decent fringe of cotton-wood, we had seen but the 
merest shred of small cotton-woods and some shrub 
willow at wide intervals along the larger water-courses ; 
but the pine still sparsely covered the face of the Rocky 
Mountains. Cache-la-Poudre has quite a fair belt of 
cotton-wood; thenceforth there is scarcely a cord of 
wood to a township for the next fifty or sixty miles; and 
the pine is no longer visible on the hills near us, because 
they expose little rock, and hence are swept by the an¬ 
nual fires. The high prairie on either side is thinly, 
poorly grassed, being of moderate fertility at best, often 
full of pebbles of the average size of a goose-egg, and 
apparently doomed to sterility by drouth. This region, 
though inferior in soil, and less smooth in surface, is not 
dissimilar in its topography to Lombardy, and like it 
will in time be subjected to systematic irrigation, should 
the Rocky Mountain gold mines prove rich and exten¬ 
sive. Some of the streams crossed by our road might 
easily be so dammed at their egress from the mountains 
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as to irrigate miles in width to the South Platte, forty 
or fifty miles distant; and, at the prices which vegeta¬ 
bles must always command here should the gold mines 
{trove inexhaustible, the enterprise would pay well. I 
was told at Cache-la-Poudre that encouraging signs of- 
gold had been obtained on that stream, though it had 
only begun to be prospected. 

We were up and away betimes, still over thinly- 
grassed, badly-watered prairie, rather level in its gene¬ 
ral outlines, but badly cut by steep-banked water¬ 
courses, now dry. Some shallow ponds are also formed 
here in the wet season, but the last of them had just 
dried up. We drove fifteen miles, and stopped for 
breakfast on a feeble tributary of Cache-la-Poudre, 
named Box Elder, from a small tree which I first ob¬ 
served here, and which is poorer stuff, if possible, than 
cotton-wood. This is the only tributary which joins the 
Cache-la-Poudre below its egress from the mountains. 
All the streams of this region are largest where they 
emerge from the mountains, unless re-enforced below by 
other streams having a like origin; the thirsty prairie 
contributes nothing, but begins to drink them up from 
tfie time they strike it. The smaller streams are thus 
utterly absorbed in the course of five to ten miles, un¬ 
less they happen sooner to be lost in some larger creek. 
Drouth, throughout each summer, is the inexorable and 
desolating tyrant of the plains. 

Bising from the valley of Box Elder, we passed over 
a divide, and were soon winding our way among the 
Buttes, or irregular, loosely aggregated hills, which 
form a prominent feature of the next seventy or 
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eighty miles, and which I must try to give some idea 
of. 

The soil of this region, like that of the plains gener¬ 
ally, is mainly clay, with some sand and gravel inter¬ 
mixed—the gravel probably washed from the mountains. 
Here, though not at a distance from the mountains, 
loose, water-rounded stones, from the size of a pigeon’s 
egg up to that of a man’s head, are often, though by no 
means uniformly, intermingled with the soil, especially 
near the beds of streams. These stones are of various 
kinds and colors, including quartz, indicating a moun¬ 
tain origin. But there seems to be no underlying rock 
in place—that is, none at any depth attained by the 
deepest w T ater-courses—and the soil, when sodden by the 
pouring rains of winter and early spring, seems unable 
to oppose any resistance to the washing, wearing in¬ 
fluence of every stream or rill. The average level of 
the plains would seem to have once been at least forty 
or fifty feet higher than at present, the greater part of 
the earth to that depth having been gradually worn 
away and carried down the streams to the Missouri and 
lower Mississippi. But there are localities which, from 
one cause or another, more or less obstinately resist this 
constant abrasion; and these are gradually moulded 
into hills by the abstraction annually proceeding all 
around them. Some of them have been washed down 
to so gentle a slope that grass covers them completely, 
and prevents further loss; but the greater number are 
still being gullied, washed and worn away by the in¬ 
fluence of each violent rain. Others have living streams 
at their base, which, having once taken a sheer against 
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them, are continually increasing the acuteness of their 
angles and gouging more and more deeidedly into their 
banks, occasionally flinging down tons of undermined 
earth into their channels to be gradually carried off, as 
so much has already been. In such places, the Buttes 
are nearly perpendicular and square-faced; but they 
are more apt to be circular, and steeper near the sum¬ 
mit than below. In some instances, the earth is of a 
bright vermilion color; in others, partly thus and part¬ 
ly white ; giving the Buttes a variegated and fantastic 
appearance, like that of the Pictured Rocks of Lake 
Superior. When first seen from a distance, the ensemble 
of the red Buttes is very striking. But the white clay, 
as it is gradually washed away, leaving surfaces almost 
or quite perpendicular exposed to the action of sun, air 
and water, is, by some occult agency, gradually hard¬ 
ened into a kind of rock, of which long • ranges of per¬ 
pendicular bluffs are composed, sometimes miles in 
extent, but broken and disturbed at intervals by the in¬ 
tervention of water-courses or other influences. 

After leaving Box Elder, our road gradually ascended, 
winding among the rounded and less regularly arranged 
Buttes first described above, but passing no water but 
a single spring and little available grass, until it des¬ 
cends a long hill to a fork of Howard’6 Creekf twenty 
miles from Box Elder. Here we stopped for dinner at 
3, p. m., beside, two or three wagon’s of Pike’s Peakers, 
from whom we obtained a generous supply of fresh 
bread and another antelope ham, very much to the im¬ 
provement of our edible resources. (I may as well 
explain here that all the emigrants we met going into 
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the Kansas diggings, had started from the Missouri, on 
the north side of the Platte, and had failed to cross at 
Shinn’s ferry, sixty-five miles up the latter stream, sup¬ 
posing that they could do so at Fort Kearney, or some 
other point below the forks; but, in the absence of 
ferries, the high water had headed them off, and forced 
them clear up to Laramie whence they were now work¬ 
ing southward, having lost fully two hundred miles by 
neglecting to cross the Platte where they might have 
done so). In all this region, it is a settled maxim, that 
you must cross (if you can) a stream directly upon 
reaching it, if your way lies across it, never camping 
before you do so, lest a sudden rise should obstruct 
your passage for days. Many have lost a fortnight’s 
weary travel by failing to heed this rule in spirit with 
regard to the Platte. 

We moved again at five, passing over a high ridge, 
and into a broad valley, with rounded hills on the west, 
and a range of such precipitous clay-rock bluffs as I 
have tried to describe on the east. These bluffs were 
broken, through at intervals, and the streams that came 
down the hills on the west ran out at the brooks, after 
traversing the valley for two or three miles, and flowed 
away east to join Howard’s Fork and the South Platte. 
Our trail here bore considerably west of north, evi¬ 
dently to reach the mouth of the Cheyenne Pass. We 
had hoped to make our next camp at that point; but 
night fell upon us before reaching it, and we stopped 
on a little run where we found water and good grass, 
close under the mountains, and in one of the loneliest 
spots I ever beheld. Not a tree nor shrub was visible. 
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nor had been for miles; yet, it was not difficult to 
gather dry sticks enough to cook our supper, proving 
what I have elsewhere observed, that wood was for¬ 
merly more common in all this region than now. We 
had all turned in by nine, and were doing very well, 
when a rush, by one of our mules, apprised us that he 
was loose, having broken his lariat; he was soon 
caught and made fast; and we all addressed ourselves 
to slumber again. In an hour, however, there was a 
fresh alarm, and not without reason; for three of our 
mules had gone, we could not tell whither. The first 
impression was, that a band of Cheyennes, who were 
known to be encamped in the mountains very near us, 
had, unsuspected by us, been watching our progress from 
their heights, and had stolen down under cover of the 
deep darkness, unfastened, and started our mules with 
intent to run them off. This was not an agreeable view 
of the case, as we could hope neither to recover nor 
replace our faithful animals for at least a week. How¬ 
ever, a little watching of the mule still fast, convinced 
our conductor that the others had started back on the 
road we had traversed, which was a route the Chey¬ 
ennes were most unlikely to take, while so near their 
hiding-places in the mountains. So two of our men 
started on the back track, but returned in an hour 
unsuccessful. Then the remaining mule was saddled 
and bridled—and he had to be thrown down twice be¬ 
fore he would submit to the operation—when our con¬ 
ductor mounted him, expecting to be instantly thrown 
by the perverse beast, unused to the saddle, but he was 
happily disappointed, and started down the road on a 
8* 
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brisk trot. By tliis time there was moonlight; and he 
found all the missing mules a little beyond the point 
to which he had previously proceeded on foot, and 
brought them back in triumph. It was now break of 
day, and we resolved to feed and breakfast for once 
before starting. We did so, and moved on at six, a. m., 
reaching “Camp Walbach,” at the mouth of the Chey¬ 
enne Pass, in less than half an hour. 

Let me halt here a moment to illustrate the military 
and public land systems of the United States. It last 
year entered the head of some genius connected with 
the War department, that the public interest or safety 
required the establishment of a military post at this 
point, and one was accordingly planted and maintained 
there throughout last winter. Of course, buildings were 
required to shelter the officers, soldiers, and animals 
in that severe climate, and they were accordingly erec¬ 
ted ; some of the timber being transported from Laramie 
—a distance of fully eighty miles. In the main, how¬ 
ever, they are built of pine logs from the adjacent 
mountains, the crevices being plastered with mud. In 
the spring, the troops were very properly withdrawn, 
leaving half a dozen good serviceable houses, and a 
superior horse-shed and coyral untenanted. Hereupon, 
three lazy louts have squatted on the premises, intend¬ 
ing to start a city there, and to hold and sell the gov¬ 
ernment structures under a claim of preemption! I 
need hardly say that, in the absence of any United 
States survey, with the Indian title still unextinguished, 
this claim is most impudent; but that will not prevent 
their asserting it, and I fear with success. The private 
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interest on one side will be strong, with none on the 
other; they can threaten to exert a political influence, 
favorably or adversely, as the case may be, to those 
whom they find in power; if they are only tenacious 
enough, impudent enough, they will probably carry 
their point. Yet, they might as fairly preempt the 
White House at Washington, should they ever chance 
to find it vacant. 

We drove on across a badly-gullied region, wherein 
are the heads of Horse Creek—the first stream on our 
route that runs to the North Platte—and struck the 
Chugwater just where it emerged from the mountains, 
about eleven, a. m. Thence, we followed down this 
creek more than forty miles, crossing it four times, and 
finally leaving it on our left to cross the Laramie river, 
eight or ten miles above this place. 

The Chugwater is a rapid, muddy mill-stream, run¬ 
ning in a dedp, narrow, tortuous channel, and constantly 
gouging into one bank or the other, except where the 
willows and some other small shrubs oppose the resis¬ 
tance of their matted roots to the force of the current. 
The rocky hills sometimes crowd the stream closely, 
compelling the road to make a circuit over the high 
prairie adjacent to avoid the impracticable canons 
through which the stream frets and foams on its devious 
way. The “ Bed Buttes” are numerous and conspicuous 
on the upper course of this creek—the ochry earth or 
rock which gives them their peculiar color being ac¬ 
counted a rich iron ore. On the lower bottoms of this 
stream, we found far better grass than elsewhere on this 
journey. But the day was hot, and our mules suffered 
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so much from muskctocs and flies that they ate fitfully 
and sparingly where we halted for dinner, and again 
where we stopped for the night. We were unable to 
stop where the grass was best, because we could not 
there get our animals down the steep creek-bank to 
water. 

We made our last camp at a ]point thirty miles from 
this post, having made one hundred and sixty miles in 
three days’ steady travel, hampered by the necessity of 
finding grass and water for our beasts. With grain, I 
think they would easily have made sixty-five miles per 
day. We stopped beside a stone-and-mud shanty of 
very rude construction, where a Frenchman had this 
spring made a small dam across the Chugwater, so ns to 
irrigate and fence (by a ditch) a small piece of intervale, 
on which he had attempted to grow some grains and 
vegetables, with rather poor promise of success. He 
was absent, and no person or domestic animal to be seen 
about his place. The night was uncommonly warm for 
this region—the musketoes a good deal more attentive 
than obliging. We rose early again, came on ten miles 
for breakfast, passing almost continually between two 
rows of magnificent buttes, often looking in the distance 
like more or less ruined castles; one of them reminded 
me strongly of the Roman Coliseum. Two miles after 
breakfast, we crossed the Chugwater for the last time, 
and left it running north to the Laramie, while we struck 
a more easterly course for this place. Two miles further 
on, we came to a most excellent spring—the first I had 
seen since 1 emerged from the Rocky Mountains, by 
Clear Creek, two weeks before. I had been poisoned by 
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brook water—often warm and muddy—so long that I 
could hardly get enough of this. We now passed over 
twelve or fifteen miles of high, rolling, parched, barren 
prairie, and halted for dinner by a little brook—the only 
one that crosses our trail between the Chugwater and 
Laramie—after which we drove down opposite this 
place in an hour, but were obliged to go two miles be¬ 
low, and pay $2 50 bridge-toll to get across the Laramie, 
now very high, and looking decidedly larger at their 
junction than the North Platte itself. 

I have been tediously minute in my record of this 
cross-march to reach the high road to California, because 
some kind friends have remonstrated with me against 
the fancied perils of my journey, as if I were running 
recklessly into danger. I believe this portion of my 
route is at least as perilous as any other, being the only 
part not traversed by a mail-stage or any public con¬ 
veyance, and lying wholly through a region in which 
there are not-a dozen white settlers, all told, while it is 
a usual battle-ground between hostile tribes of Indians. 
But we were never in any shadow of danger; and, 
though I was compelled to economize steps in order to 
complete the healing of my lame leg, I have rarely had 
a more pleasant journey. Let any one who wishes an 
independent and comfortable ride, just run up to Den¬ 
ver and ask my friend D. B. Wheelock to harness up his 
four-mule team to the Rockaway wagon and take him 
over to Laramie, and if he does not enjoy a fine pros¬ 
pect, bracing breezes, a lively pace and excellent com¬ 
pany, then he will be less fortunate than I was. 
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LARAMIE TO SOUTH PASS. 

South Pass, Rocky Mountains, July 5, 1859. 

I exhausted all tfie possibilities of obtaining a lodg¬ 
ing in Laramie before applying to the commander of 
the post; but no one else could (or would) afford me a 
shelter on any terms; so I made a virtue of necessity, 
and applied to Captain Clark, who at once assigned me 
a room—there being few troops there at present—and 
for the five days I remained there I slept between a 
floor and a roof, after five weeks’ experience of the more 
primitive methods of keeping cold and storm at bay. 
I was treated with more than hospitality—with gener¬ 
ous kindness—by Captain Clark, Lieutenants Hascall 
and Follett, and Dr. Johns—and yet the- long tarry 
became at length irksome, because I had already lost 
too much time, and was most anxious to be moving 
westward. Finally, the mail-stage from the East hove 
in sight on the morning of June 30, but halted just 
across Laramie River all day, repairing coach; and it 
was eight, p. m., when it started—I alone perched on 
the summit of its seventeen mail-bags as passenger— 
lie who had thus far filled that exalted post kindly giv¬ 
ing way for me, and agreeing to take instead the slower 
wagon that was to follow next morning. We forded 
the swollen Laramie two miles above the fort, in the last 
vestige of twilight—had the usual trouble with mules 
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turning about in mid-stream, tangling up the team, and 
threatening to upset the wagon—but overcame it after 
a while, got safely out, drove on fifteen miles to Warm 
Spring—a fountain which throws out half water enough 
for a grist-mill, all which is drank up by the thirsty 
sands through which it takes its course, before it can 
reach the Platte, only three or four miles distant. We 
camped here till daylight, then lost two hours in hunt¬ 
ing up our mules, which had been simply tied in pairs, 
and allowed to go at large in quest of the scanty grass 
of that region. They were found at last, and we went 
on our way rejoicing. 

I shall not weary my readers with a journal of our 
travels for the last four days. Hitherto, since I left 
civilized Kansas, I had traversed routes either newly 
opened, or scarcely known to the mass of readers; but 
from Laramie I have followed the regular California 
and Oregon Overland Trail, already many times de¬ 
scribed, and by this time familiar to hundreds of thou¬ 
sands. Suffice it that, for over two hundred miles from 
Laramie, it traverses a region substantially described 
in my notes of my journey from the buffalo range to 
Denver, and from Denver to Laramie; a region, for the 
most part, rainless in summer and autumn, yet on whose 
soil of more or less sandy clay, lacking support from 
ridges of underlying rock, has been more seamed, and 
gouged, and gullied, and washed away, by the action 
of floods and streams than any other on earth—a region 
of bluffs and buttes, and deep ravines, and intervales, 
and shallow alkaline lakelets, now mainly dried up, and 
streams running milky, even when low, with the clay 
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gullied from their banks, and sent off' to render the Mis¬ 
souri a river of mud, and to fertilize the bottoms of the 
lower Mississippi. Occasionally, but not so frequently 
as south of Laramie, the clay-hills, hardened into rock 
by some alchemy of nature, present the perpendicular 
fronts and ruinous-castle aspects already described—in 
a few instances, the scanty creeks which make their 
way from the mountains to the North Platte, or the 
Sweetwater run through narrow canons of such rock; 
but usually each creek has washed out for itself a wide 
valley, and the bluffs or buttes, where they exist, are 
distant many miles on one side if not on both. In a 
few places, the mountains are so near that their thinly- 
scattered, stunted, scraggy yellow-pines are plainly 
seen—are even close beside us; but usually the pros¬ 
pect is composed of rolling prairie very scantily grassed 
and often thickly covered for miles on miles by the 
everlasting sage-bush of this desolate region. This is 
not an anomaly, as might be supposed—the stem lives 
for years, perhaps centuries, though the shoots and 
leaves die* every autumn. Another shrub, less com¬ 
mon, but which often thickly covers hundreds of acres - , 
is the grease-wood—a low, prickly bush, growing in 
bunches, like the sage-bush, and looking like a bad imi¬ 
tation of the English privet. Besides these two miser¬ 
able shrubs, the dry land, other than the mountains, 
for hundreds of miles, produces a very little burnt-up 
grass in patches, and a good many ill-favored weeds of 


* I guess this is a mistake; further observation induces me to believe 
that the sage-bush is an evergreen. 
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no known or presumed value. Of wood, the Platte 
and its more easterly tributaries have, at intervals, a 
shred of the eternal cotton-wood of the plains, much of 
it the more scrubby and worthless species known as 
bitter cotton-wood, with a very little of the equally 
worthless box-elder—and that is all. But, one hundred 
and forty miles this side of Laramie, we leave the Platte, 
which here comes from the south, and strike nearly 
forty miles across a barren “divide” to its tributary, 
the Sweetwater, which we find just by Independence 
Rock, quite a landmark in this desolate region, with 
several low mountains of almost naked rock around it, 
having barely soil enough in their crevices to support a 
few dwarfish pines. Five miles above this is the Devil’s 
Gate—a passage of the Sweetwater, through a perpen¬ 
dicular canon, some twenty-five feet wide, and said to 
be six hundred feet high—a passage which must have 
been cut while the rock was still clay. Here a large 
party of Mormons were caught by the snows, while on 
their way to Salt Lake, some years since, and compelled 
to encamp for the winter, so scantily provided that 
more than a hundred of them died of hunger and hard¬ 
ship before spring. Many more must have fallen vic¬ 
tims had not a supply-train from Salt Lake reached 
them early in the season. And here is a fountain of 
cold water—the first that I had seen for more than a 
hundred miles, though there is another on the long 
stretch from the Platte to the Sweetwater, which is said 
to be good, but a drove of cattle were making quite too 
free with it when we passed. Here the weary crowds 
of emigrants to California were to gather yesterday for 
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a celebration of the “ glorious fourth,” and I was warmly 
invited to stop and participate, and I now heartily wish 
I had, since I find that all our haste was in vain. 

It was midnight of the 3d, when we reached the mail- 
route station known as the*Three-Crossings, from the 
fact that so many fordings of the Sweetwater (here con¬ 
siderably larger than at its mouth, forty miles or more 
below) have to be made within the next mile. We had 
been delayed two hours by the breaking away of our 
two lead-mules, in crossing a deep water-course after 
dark—or rather by the fruitless efforts of our conductor 
to recover them. I had been made sick by the bad 
water I had drank from the brooks we crossed during 
the hot day, and rose in a not very patriotic, certainly 
not a joyful mood, unable to eat, but ready to move on. 
We started a little after sunrise; and, at the very first 
crossing, one of our lead-mules turned about and ran 
into his mate, whom he threw down and tangled so 
that he could not get up; and in a minute another 
mule was down, and the two in imminent danger of 
drowning. They were soon liberated from the harness, 
and got up, and we went out; but just then an emi¬ 
grant on the bank espied a carpet-bag in the water— 
mine, of course—and fished it out. An examination 
was then had, and showed that my trunk was missing— 
the boot of the stage having been opened the night 
before, on our arrival at the station, and culpably left 
unfastened. We made a hasty search for the estray, 
but without success, and, after an hour’s delay, our con¬ 
ductor drove off; leaving my trunk still in the bottom 
of Sweetwater, which is said to be ten feet deep just 
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below our ford. I would rather have sunk a thousand 
dollars there. Efforts were directed to be made to fish 
it out; but my hope of ever seeing it again is a faint 
one. We forded Sweetwater six times yesterday after 
that, without a single mishap; but I have hardly yet 
become reconciled to the loss of my trunk, and, on the 
whole, my fourth of July was not a happy one. 

Our road left a southerly bend of Sweetwater after 
dinner, and took its way over the hills, so as- not to 
strike the stream again till after dark, at a point three 
miles from where I now write. We passed, on a high 
divide some miles before we were crossing of the Sweet¬ 
water, a low swamp or meadow known as “ Ice Springs,” 
from the fact that ice may be obtained here at any time 
by digging down some two or three feet into the frosty 
earth. We met several w T agon-loads of come-outers 
from Mormonism on their way to the states in the course 
of the afternoon ; likewise, the children of the Arkansas 
people killed two years since, in what is known as the 
mountain-meadows-massacre. We are now nearly at 
the summit of the route, with snowy mountains near us 
in several directions, and one large snow-bank by the 
side of a creek we crossed ten miles back. Yet our 
yesterday’s road was no rougher, while it was decidedly 
better, than that of any former day this side of Laramie, 
as may be judged from the fact that, with a late start, 
we made sixty miles with one (six mule) team to our 
heavy-laden wagon. The grass is better for the last 
twenty miles than on any twenty miles previously; and 
the swift streams that frequently cross our way are cold 
and sweet. But, unlike the Platte, the Sweetwater has 
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scarcely a tree or busli growing on its banks; but up 
the little stream on which I am writing, on a box in the 
mail company’s station-tent, there is glorious water, 
some grass, and more wood than I have seen so close 
together since I emerged from the gold diggings on Vas- 
quer’s Fork, five hundred miles away. A snow-bank, 
forty rods long and several feet deep, Ties just across the 
brook; the wind blows cold at night; and we had a 
rain-squall—just rain enough to lay the dust—yesterday 
afternoon. The mail-agent whom we met here has 
orders not to run into Salt Lake ahead of time; so he 
keeps us over here to-day, and will then take six days 
to reach Salt Lake, which we might reach in four. I am 
but a passenger, and must study patience. 

A word on the Salt Lake mail. Of the seventeen 
bags on which 1 have ridden for the last four days and 
better, at least sixteen are filled with large bound books, 
mainly Patent Office Reports, I judge—but all of them 
undoubtedly works ordered printed at the public cost— 
your cost, reader!—by Congress, and now on their way 
to certain favored Mormons, franked (by proxy) “ Pub. 
Doc. Free , J. M. Bernliisel, M. C.” I do not blame 
Mr. B. for clutching his share of this public plunder, 
and distributing it so as to increase his own popularity 
and importance; but I do protest against this business 
of printing books by wholesale at the cost of the whole 
people for free distribution to a part only. It is every 
way wrong and pernicious. Of the one hundred and 
ninety thousand dollars per annum paid for carrying the 
Salt Lake mail, nine-tenths is absorbed in the cost of 
carrying these franked documents to people who contrib- 
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ute little or nothing to tlie support of the government 
in any way. Is this fair ? Each Patent Office Report 
will have cost the treasury four or five dollars by the 
time it reaches its destination, and will not be valued by 
the receiver at twenty-five cents. Why should this busi¬ 
ness go on? Why not “reform it altogether?” Let 
Congress print whatever documents are needed for its 
own information, and leave the people to choose and 
buy for themselves. I have spent four days and five 
nights in close contact with the sharp edges of Hr 
Bernhisel’s “ Pub. Doc.”—have done my very utmost to 
make them present a smooth, or at least endurable sur¬ 
face ; and I am sure there is no slumber to be extracted 
therefrom unless by reading them—a desperate resort, 
which no rational person would recommend. For all 
practical purposes, they might as well—now that the 
printer has been paid for them—be where I heartily wish 
they were—in the bottom of the sea. 
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SOUTH PASS TO BRIDGER. 

Big Sandy, Oregon, July 6, 1%59. 

I wrote last from the Mail Company’s station-tent in 
“ Quaking Asp Cafion,” at the east end of the South 
Pass, three miles otf the direct and well-beaten road 
from the Missouri to Salt Lake, and so to California, 
which was formerly the road to Oregon as well. But 
Col. Lander, at the head of a U. S. exploring and pio¬ 
neer party, has just marked and nearly opened a new 
road through the Cafion aforesaid, which makes a North¬ 
ern cut-off, and strikes the old Oregon Trail some four¬ 
teen miles south of Fort Hall, saving sixty miles on the 
journey to Oregon, and striking through to California 
on a northerly route, which I think passes to the north 
of Iloney Lake, and thence over the Sierra down one 
of the forks of the Yuba. I cannot, of course, say that 
this is better than the old route, but it can hardly be 
more destitute of grass; while the naked fact that it 
divides the travel, affords cheering hope of a mitigation 
of the sufferings and hardships of the long journey. I 
missed seeing Col. Lander, to my regret; but I am sure 
he is doing a good work, for which thousands will have 
reason to bless him. At all events, a great majority of 
the California, with all the Oregon emigration, are turn¬ 
ing off on the new route, and I pray that they may find 
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on it food for tlieir weary, famished cattle, and a safe 
journey to their chosen homes. 

Though the elevation of the Pass is nearly 8,000 feet 
above the ocean level, I never endured heat exceeding 
that of yesterday in and about the station-tent. The sun 
rose clear, as it almost always does here in Summer, 
soon dispelling the chill which attends every night in this 
region ; and by nine o’clock the heat was most intense. 
But the afternoon brought clouds, a wind and a petty 
rain-squall, and the following night was cold enough to 
still any mosquitoes but those of the Rocky Mountains. 
I suspect these would sing and bite even with the mer¬ 
cury at zero. 

Toward evening, I climbed the hill on the east of the 
Canon, and obtained from its summit a wide prospect, 
but how desolate! These hills are of volcanic formation, 
a kind of coarse slate, the strata upheaved almost per¬ 
pendicularly, the surface shattered and shingly, with 
veins of hard quartz running across them. There is 
scarcely a bushel of soil to each square rod, of course 
no grass, and little vegetation of any kind. To the 
north, say ten to twenty miles away, is a snow-streaked 
range of the Rocky Mountains; to the south, some 
miles across the Sweetwater, are lower and less barren 
hills, with some snow-banks and some wood—quaking- 
asp and yellow-pine—on their northern slopes. The 
Sweetwater heads among the mountains to the north 
and north-west. There is a little well-gnawed grass on 
its immediate banks and on those of its tributaries— 
on the high rolling land which fills all beside of the 
wide space between the mountains north and those south, 
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there is not a mule-feed to each acre. Some grease- 
wood at intervals, the eternal sage-bush, and a few 
weeds, with the quaking-asp and yellow-pine afore¬ 
said, and a thick tangle of bitter cotton-wood (which is 
a bad caricature of our swamp-alder) thatching por¬ 
tions of a few of the smaller streams, comprise the 
entire vegetation of this forlorn region. 

We started at seven this morning, came down to the 
old Salt Lake, Oregon, and California Trail at the Sweet¬ 
water, crossed and left that creek finally, and traversed 
a slightly rolling country for seven miles to the “Twin 
Buttes,” two low, clay-topped mounds which mark the 
point from which the water runs easterly to the Gulf of 
Mexico, and westerly to the Pacific. If any one has 
pictured to himself the South Pass as threading some 
narrow, winding, difficult, rocky mountain-gorge, he is 
grievously mistaken. The trail through the South Pass 
is the best part of the route from Atchison to California; 
the clay has here been almost wholly washed away and 
carried off. so that the road passes over a coarse, heavy, 
gravelly sand, usually as compact and smooth as the 
best illustrations of the genius of MacAdam. I never 
before traversed forty-five miles of purely natural road 
60 faultless as that through the South Pass which I 
have traveled to-day. But this tract would be good for 
roads, as it seems absolutely good for nothing else. The 
natural obstacles to constructing a railroad through this 
region are not comparable to those overcome in the con¬ 
struction of the Camden and Amboy. 

Passing the Twin Buttes— the distance between the 
mountains on the north and the hills on the south being 
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not less than thirty miles, and thenceforth westward 
rapidly widening—we ran down the side of a dry, shal¬ 
low water-course some five miles, to a wet, springy 
marsh or morass of fifteen or twenty acres, covered with 
poor, coarse grass, in which are found the so-called 
“Pacific Springs.” The water is clear and cold, but 
bad. Perhaps the number of dead cattle of which the 
skeletons dot the marsh, made it so distasteful to me. 
At all events, I could not drink it This bog is long 
and narrow; and from its western end issues a petty 
brook, which takes its way south-westwardly to the 
Sandy, Green River, the Colorado and the Gulf of Cali¬ 
fornia. Hence, toward the south and west, no hills are 
visible—nothing but a sandy, barren plain, mainly cov¬ 
ered with the miserable sage-bush. 

Twelve miles further on, we crossed Di'y Sandy—not 
quite dry at this point, but its thirsty sands would surely 
drink the last of it a mile or so further south. Five 
miles beyond this, the old and well-beaten Oregon Trail 
strikes off to the northwest, while our road bends to the 
southwest. We are now out of the South Pass, which 
many have traversed unconsciously, and gone on won¬ 
dering and inquiring when they should reach it Seven 
miles further brought us to Little Sandy, and eight 
more to Big Sandy, whereon is the station at which, at 
four p. m. we (by order), stopped for the night. All 
these creeks appear to rise in the high mountains many 
miles north of us, and to run off with constantly dimin¬ 
ishing volume, to join the Colorado at the south. Nei¬ 
ther has a tree on its banks that I have seen—only a few 
low willow bushes at long intervals—though I hear that 





194 


SOUTH PASS TO BRIDGER. 


some cotton-wood is found on this creek ten miles above. 
Each has a “ bottom ” or intervale of perhaps four rods 
in average width, in which a little grass is found, but 
next to none on the high-sandy plains that separate them. 
Drouth and sterility reign here without rival. 

Fort Bridger, Utah, July 8, 1859. 

We crossed Big Sandy twice before quitting it—once 
just at the station where the above was written, and 
again eighteen miles further on. Twelve miles more 
brought us to Green River—a stream here perhaps as 
large as the Mohawk at Schenectady or the Hudson at 
Waterford. It winds with a rapid, muddy current 
through a deep, narrow valley, much of it sandy and 
barren, but the residue producing some grass with a few 
large cotton-woods at intervals, and some worthless 
bushes. There are three rope ferries within a short dis¬ 
tance, and two or three trading-posts, somewhat fre¬ 
quented by Indians of the Snake tribe. Eighteen miles 
more of perfect desolation brought us to the next mail 
company’s station on Black’s Fork, at the junction of 
Ham’s Fork, two-large mill-streams that rise in the 
mountains south and west of this point, and run together 
into Green River. They have scarcely any timber on 
their banks, but a sufficiency of bushes—bitter cotton¬ 
wood, willow, choke-cherry, and some others new to me 
—with more grass than I have found this side of the 
South Pass. On these streams live several old moun¬ 
taineers, who have large herds of cattle which they are 
rapidly increasing by a lucrative traffic with the emi¬ 
grants, who are compelled to exchange their tired, gaunt 
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oxen and steers for fresh ones on almost any terms. R. 
D., whose tent we passed last evening, is said to have 
six or eight hundred head; and, knowing the country 
perfectly, finds no difficulty in keeping them through 
summer and winter by frequently shifting them from 
place to place over a circuit of thirty or forty miles. J. 
K., who has been here some twenty-odd years, began 
with little or nothing, and has quietly accumulated 
some fifty horses, three or four hundred head of neat 
cattle, three squaws, and any number of half-breed 
children. He is said to be worth seventy-five thousand 
dollars, though he has not even a garden, has probably 
not tasted an apple nor a peach these ten years, and 
lives in a tent which would be dear at fifty dollars. I 
instance this gentleman’s way of life not by any means 
to commend it, but to illustrate the habits of a class. 
White men with two or three squaws each are quite 
common throughout this region, and young and rela¬ 
tively comely Indian girls are bought from their fathers 
by white men as regularly and openly as Circassians at 
Constantinople. The usual range of prices is from forty 
to eighty dollars—about that of Indian horses. I hear 
it stated that, though all other trade may be dull, that 
in young squaws is always brisk on Green River and 
the North Platte. That women so purchased should be 
discarded or traded off, as satiety or avarice may sug¬ 
gest, and that they should desert or deceive their pur 
chasers on the slightest temptation, can surprise no one. 
I met an Irishman on Big Sandy whose squaw had re¬ 
cently gone off with an Indian admirer, leaving him 
two clever, bright, half-breed children of seven and five 
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years. I trust that plank in the republican national 
platform, which affirms the right and duty of Congress¬ 
ional prohibition, not only of slavery in the territories 
but of polygamy also, is destined to be speedily embodied 
in a law. 

We passed yesterday the two places at which a body 
of Mormons late in 1&57, surprised and burned the 
supply-trains following in the rear of the federal troops 
sent against them. The wagons were burned in corral, 
and the place where each stood is still distinctly marked 
on the ground. It seems incredible, yet I am assured 
it is undoubtedly true, that none of the military officers 
who were severally dispatched from Kansas, late that 
season on the road to Salt Lake without a commander 
and with no definite instructions, was directed to afford 
any protection or give any feed to these important 
towns. It is lamentable that presidents and secretaries 
of war are not subject to court-martials. 

We have for the last two days been passing scores of 
good log or ox-chains—in one instance, a hundred feet 
together—which, having been thrown away by Cali¬ 
fornia emigrants to lighten the loads of their famished, 
failing cattle, have lain in the road for months, if not 
years, passed and noted by thousands, but by none 
thought worth picking up. One would suppose that 
the traders, the herdsmen, the Indians, or some other of 
the residents of this region, would deem these chains 
worth having, but they do not. I had already become 
accustomed to the sight of wagon-tire, wagon-boxes, etc., 
rejected and spurned in this way ; but good, new chains 
thus begging for owners, I have only noted this side of 
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the South Pass. They are said to be still more abund¬ 
ant further on. 

This morning, I was agreeably surprised by a greeting 
from three acquaintances I made in Denver, who invited 
me to share their outfit and journey to California, who 
left Denver the morning before I did, and beside whom 
I camped my first night on the road to Laramie. They 
are just through the Cherokee Trail, entering the moun¬ 
tains at Cache-la-Poudre and crossing Green River by a 
ferry some thirty miles below the point at which I did. 
They were detained one day making a raft on which to 
ferry their wagon over the North Platte, and found 
some rough places in the mountains; at one of which 
they were obliged to unhitch their horses and let their 
wagon down a steep pitch by ropes. They found the 
water of Bitter Creek—along which lies their road for 
a hundred" miles or so—bitter indeed; and in some 
places grass was deficient; but their horses look nearly 
as well as when they left Denver. Their route has of 
course been some two hundred and fifty miles shorter 
than mine, and they will reach Salt Lake scarcely a day 
behind me. I wish I bad been able to accompany them 
on their rugged and little-traveled route. 

On the other side of the Pass, we had mainly clear, 
hot days; on this side, they are cloudy and cool. ¥e 
had a little shower of rain with abundance of wind 
night before last, another shower last night, and more 
rain is now threatened. Yet all old residents assure me 
that rain in Summer is very rare throughout this region. 

¥e stop to-night at a point only one hundred miles 
from Salt Lake, with two rugged mountains to cross, so 
that we are not to reach that stopping-place till Monday. 
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FROM BRIDGER TO SALT LAKE. 

Salt T.attk City, Utah, July 11, 1859. 

Fort Bridger, whence ray last was sent, may be re¬ 
garded as the terminus in this direction of the Great 
American Desert. Not that the intervening country is 
fertile or productive, for it is neither; but at Bridger 
its character visibly changes. The hills we here ap¬ 
proach are thinly covered with a straggling growth of 
low, scraggy cedar; the sage-bush continues even into 
this valley, but it is no longer universal and almost alone; 
grass is more frequent and far more abundant; Black’s 
Fork, which, a few miles below, runs whitish with the 
clay-wash of the desert, is here a clear, sparkling moun¬ 
tain torrent, divided into half a dozen streams by the 
flat, pebbly islets on which the little village—or rather 
post—is located; while, twelve miles up its course, an 
improvement of 500 acres, begun some years since by 
the Mormons, has this season been put under cultivation, 
with flattering prospects. Oats, barley, potatoes, peas, 
etc., are the crops sought; and the enterprising growers 
have contracts for the supply of Fort Bridger at prices 
which will insure them a liberal return in case they re¬ 
alize even a moderate yield. This may seem a small 
matter; but I doubt that there are, in all, 500 acres 
more under cultivation in the 250,000 square miles or 
more lying between the forks of the Platte on the east, 
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the Salt Lake Basin on the west, the settlements of 
New-Mexico on the south, and the Yellow Stone on the 
north. Yet in this radius are included several military 
posts at which every bushel of grain consumed costs an 
average of $5, while potatoes and other edible roots 
would command nearly as good prices, could they be 
had. There are herdsmen at intervals throughout all 
this region who have each their hundreds of heads of 
cattle, but who hardly know the taste of a potato or 
turnip, who have never planted nor sowed an acre, and 
never contemplated the possibility of growing an apple 
or cherry, though they expect to live and die in this re¬ 
gion. I trust, therefore, that the Fort Bridger enterprise 
will succeed, and that it will incite to like experiments 
in the vicinity of each wilderness post. The present 
enormous cost of our military service in this immense 
desert may thus be slightly compensated by proving the 
great desert not absolutely worthless, and creating a ba¬ 
sis of civilization for its rude, nomadic, lawless, but 
hardy, bold, and energetic pioneers. 

From Fort Bridger (named after an Indian trader who 
first settled here; then settled as an outpost and relief- 
station by the Mormons when they began to people this 
valley, but abandoned by them on the approach, late in 
’57, of the army, by which it has since been held) the 
Salt Lake trail rises over a high, broad ridge, then de¬ 
scends a very steep, rocky, difficult hill to Big Muddy, 
a branch of Black’s Fork, where—12 miles from Brid¬ 
ger—is the Mail Company’s station, at which we had 
expected to spend the night. But the next drive is 60 
miles, and our new conductor wisely decided to cut a 
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piece off of it that evening, as the road at the other end 
was hazardous in a dark night. So we moved on a lit¬ 
tle after sundown, rising over another broad ridge, and, 
after narrowly escaping an upset in a gully dug in the 
trail by that day’s violent shower, camped 15 miles on, 
a little after 11 p. m. The sky was densely clouded; 
the moon nearly down; it was raining a little and blow¬ 
ing more, as we lay down to rest, most of us under the 
sullen sky. An hour or more thereafter, our mules 
(which were simply tied in pairs by long ropes and thus 
turned out to graze) were somehow disturbed, and our 
stage-men challenged and stood ready to repel the sup¬ 
posed depredator. He proved, however, to be a friend, - 
traveling on mule-back from Bridger to this place, who 
had wandered off the trail in the deep darkness, and 
perhaps been carried among our animals by the fond¬ 
ness of his own for congenial society; so all was soon 
right, and the new comer unsaddled, pulled off his 
blankets, and was soon couched among us. At day¬ 
light we were all astir, and drove down to Bear River, 
only three or four miles distant, for breakfast. 

We halted before crossing, beside what is here called 
a grocery, the only other structure on that side of the 
river being a blacksmith’s shop (consisting, I believe, of 
a bellows and anvil under the open sky), to which some 
part of our rigging was sent for repair, while we pre¬ 
pared and ate breakfast. There were two or three men 
sleeping in wet blankets on the grass, who rose and 
made a fire on our appearance. The grocery was irreg¬ 
ularly constructed of boxes which had once contained 
goods, but, having fulfilled that end, were thus made 
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useful afresh. I suppose it was six feet high, and five 
by eight in diameter, though no two of its sides were 
of the same height. An old tent-cloth for covering com¬ 
pleted the edifice, from which w r e obtained sardines, 
canned lobster, and prepared coffee which was said to 
contain sugar and cream, but which was voted by our 
drinkers a swindling humbug. I believe these articles 
exhausted the capabilities of the concern; hut, as we 
had bread, we needed no more. Some of our party 
thought otherwise, however; they called for whisky or 
some kindred beverage, and were indignantly disgusted 
at its non-production. They had become inured to gro¬ 
ceries containing nothing that could by possibility he 
eaten ; but a grocery devoid of some kind of “ rot,” as 
the fiery beverage was currently designated, was to 
them a novel and most distasteful experience. How¬ 
ever, a man was at once dispatched across the creek to 
a similar establishment, but more happily furnished, 
whence he soon returned with the indispensable fluid, 
(price $3 for a flask containing perhaps a pint and a 
half of some diabolic alcoholic concoction, wherein the 
small modicum of genuine whisky had taken to itself 
seven other devils worse than the first), and our break¬ 
fast was finished to general satisfaction. 

A word here on the liquor traffic throughout this 
region. A mercantile firm in this city, in order to close 
out promptly its extra stock of liquors, offers to sell 
whisky at the extraordinarily low price of $3 50 per 
gallon. I believe the common price from Laramie west¬ 
ward to the Sierra Nevada is $8 per gallon; but it is 
usually sold to consumers by the bottle, holding less 

9* 





FROM BRIDGES TO SALT LAKE. 


than a quart, for which the charge is $2 up to $3 50, 
hut seldom below $2 50. And such liquor! True, I 
have not tasted it; but the smell I could not escape; 
and I am sure a more wholesome potable might be com¬ 
pounded of spirits of turpentine, aqua fortis, and steep¬ 
ed tobacco. Its look alone would condemn it—soapy, 
ropy, turbid, it is within bounds to say that every pint 
of it contains as much deadly poison as a gallon of pure 
whisky. And yet fully half the earnings of the work¬ 
ing men (not including the Mormons, of whom I have 
yet seen little) of this whole region are fooled away on 
this abominable witch-broth and its foster-brother to¬ 
bacco, for which they pay $1 to 2 50 per pound ! The 
log-tavern-keeper at Weber, of whom our mail-boys 
bought their next supply of “ rot,” apologetically ob¬ 
served, “There a’n’t nothing bad about this whisky; 
the only fault is, it isn’t good.” I back that last asser¬ 
tion with my whole heart. 

Fording Bear River—here a swift, rocky-bottomed 
creek, now perhaps forty yards wide, but hardly three 
feet deep—we rose gradually through a grassy valley, 
partially inclosed by high, perpendicular stone Buttes, 
especially on the right. The stone (evidently once 
clay) outposts of one of the Buttes are known as “ The 
Needles.” We thence descended a long, steep hill into 
the valley of “ Lost Creek ,”—why “ lost,” I could not 
divine, as the creek is plainly there—a fair trout-brook, 
running through a grassy meadow, between high hills, 
over which we made our way into the head of “ Echo 
Canon,” down which we jogged some twenty miles to 
Weber River. 
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This canon reminded me afresh that evil and good 
are strongly interwoven in our early lot. Throughout 
the desolate region which stretches from the Sweetwater 
nearly or quite to Bridger, we had in the main the best 
natural road. I ever traveled—dusty, indeed, and, in 
places, abrupt and rough, but equal in the average to 
the carefully-made and annually-repaired roads of New 
England. But in this fairly-grassed ravine, hemmed in by 
steep, picturesque bluffs, with springs issuing from their 
bases, and gradually gathering into a trout-brook as we 
neared the Weber, we found the “ going decidedly bad,” 
and realized that in the dark it could not but be danger¬ 
ous. For the brook, with its welcome fringe of yellow, 
choke-cherry, service-berry, and other shrubs, continu¬ 
ally zigzagged from side to side of the canon, compel¬ 
ling us to descend and ascend its precipitous banks, and 
cross its sometimes miry bed, often with a smart chance 
of breaking an axle, or upsetting. 

We stopped to feed and dine at the site of “ General 
Well’s Camp ” during the Mormon War of 1857-8, and 
passed, ten miles below, the fortifications constructed 
under his orders in that famous campaign. They seem 
childish affairs, more suited to the genius of Chinese 
than of civilized warfare. I cannot believe that they 
would have stopped the Federal troops, if even tolerably 
led, for more than an hour. 

We reached our next station on the Weber, a little 
after 5, p. m., and did not leave till after an early break¬ 
fast next (yesterday) morning. The Weber is, perhaps, 
a little larger than the Bear, and runs through a deep, 
narrow, rugged valley, with no cultivation so far as we 
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saw it. Two “ groceries,” a blacksmith’s-shop, and the 
mail-station, are all the habitations we passed in follow¬ 
ing down it some four or five miles to the shaky pole- 
bridge, on which we crossed, though it is usually ford¬ 
able. We soon after struck otf up a rather steep, grassy 
water-course which we followed to its head, and thence 
took over a “divide” to the head of another such, on 
which our road wound down to “East Canon Creek,” 
a fair, rapid trout-brook, running through a deep, nar¬ 
row ravine, up which we twisted, crossing and recross¬ 
ing the swift stream, until we left it, greatly diminished 
in volume, after tracking it through a mile or so of low, 
swampy timber, and frequent mud-holes, and turned up 
a little runnel that came feebly brawling down the side 
of a mountain. The trail ran for a considerable dis¬ 
tance exactly in the bed of this petty brooklet—said 
bed consisting wholly of round, water-worn granite 
bowlders, of all sizes, from that of a pigeon’s egg up to 
that of a potash-kettle; when the ravine widened a lit¬ 
tle, and the trail wound from side to side of the water¬ 
course as chances for a foothold were proffered by one 
or the other. The bottom of this ravine was poorly 
timbered with quaking-asp, and balsam-fir, with some 
service-berry, choke-cherry, mountain currant, and other 
bushes; the whole ascent is four miles, not very steep, 
except for the last half-mile; but the trail is so bad, 
that it is a good two hours’ work to reach the summit. 
But, that summit gained, we stand in a broad, open, 
level space on the top of the Wahsatch range, with the 
Uintah and Bear Mountains on either hand, forming a 
perfect chaos of wild, barren peaks, some of them snowy, 
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between which we have a glance at a part of the Salt 
Lake Valley, some thirty miles distant, though the city, 
much nearer, is hidden by intervening heights, and the 
lake is likewise concealed further to the right. The 
descent toward the valley is steeper and shorter than 
the ascent from the side of Bear River—the first half- 
mile so fearfully steep, that I j udge few passengers ever 
rode down it, though carriage-wheels are uniformly 
chained here. But, though the southern face of these 
mountains is covered by a far more luxuriant shrubbery 
than the northern, among which oaks and maples soon 
make their appearance for the first time in many a 
weary hundred miles. None of these seem ever to grow 
into trees; in fact, I saw none over six feet high. Some 
quaking-asps, from ten to twenty-five feet high, the 
largest hardly more than six inches through, cover 
patches of these precipitous mountain-sides, down which, 
and over the low intervening mountain, they are toil¬ 
somely dragged fifteen or twenty miles to serve as fuel 
in this city, where even such poor trash sells for fifteen 
to twenty dollars per cord. The scarcity and wretched¬ 
ness of the timber—(I have not seen the raw material 
for a decent ax-helve growing in all my last thousand 
miles of travel)—are the great discouragement and 
drawback with regard to all this region. The parched 
sandy clay, or clayey sand of the plains disappeared 
many miles back; there has been rich, black soil, at 
least in the valleys, ever since we crossed Weber River; 
but the timber is still scarce, small, and poor, in the 
ravines, while ninety-nine hundredths of the surface of 
the mountains is utterly bare of it. In the absence of 
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coal, how can a region so unblest ever be thickly settled, 
and profitably cultivated ? 

The descent of the mountain on this side is but two 
miles in length, with the mail company’s station at the 
bottom. Here (thirteen miles from the city, twenty- 
seven from Bear River) we had expected to stop for the 
night; but our new conductor, seeing that there were 
still two or three hours of good daylight, resolved to 
come on. So, with fresh teams, we soon crossed the 
“ little mountain ”—steep, but hardly a mile in ascent, 
and but half a mile in immediate descent—and ran 
rapidly down some ten miles through the narrow ravine 
known as “ Emigration Canon,” where the road, though 
much traversed by Mormons as well as emigrants and 
merchant-trains, is utterly abominable; and, passing 
over but two or three miles of intervening plain, were 
in this city just as twilight was deepening into night. 

Salt Lake City wears a pleasant aspect to the emi¬ 
grant or traveler, weary, dusty, and browned with a 
thousand miles of jolting, fording, camping, through the 
scorched and naked American Desert. It is located 
mainly on the bench of hard gravel that slopes south¬ 
ward from the foot of the mountains toward the lake 
valley; the houses—generally small and of one story— 
are all built of adobe (sun-hardened brick), and have a 
neat and quiet look ; while the uniform breadth of the 
streets (eight rods) and the “ magnificent distances ” usu¬ 
ally preserved by the buildings (each block containing 
ten acres, divided into eight lots, giving a quarter of an 
acre for buildings and an acre for garden, fruit, etc., to 
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each householder), make up an ensemble seldom equaled. 
Then the rills of bright, sparkling, leaping water which, 
diverted from the streams issuing from several adjacent 
mountain canons, flow through each street and are con¬ 
ducted at will into every garden, diffuse an air of fresh¬ 
ness and coolness which none can fail to enjoy, but 
which only a traveler in summer across the Plains can 
fully appreciate. On a single business street, the post- 
office, principal stores, etc., are set pretty near each 
other, though not so close as in other cities; everywhere 
else, I believe, the original plan of the city has been 
wisely and happily preserved. Southward from the 
city, the soil is softer and richer, and there are farms of 
(I judge) ten to forty or sixty acres; but I am told that 
the lowest portion of the valley, nearly on a level with 
the lake, is so impregnated with salt, soda, etc., as to 
yield but a grudging return for the husbandman’s la¬ 
bor. I believe, however, that even this region is avail¬ 
able as a stock-range—thousands on thousands of cattle, 
mainly owned in the city, being pastured here in winter 
as well as summer, and said to do well in all seasons. 
For, though snow is never absent from the mountain- 
chains which shut in this valley, it seldom lies long in 
the valley itself. 

The pass over the Wahsatch is, if I mistake not, eight 
thousand three hundred feet above the sea-level; this 
valley about four thousand nine hundred. The atmos¬ 
phere is so pure that the mountains across the valley to 
the south seem but ten or fifteen miles off; they are 
really from twenty to thirty. The lake is some twenty 
miles westward; but we see only the rugged mountain 
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known as “ Antelope Island ” which rises in its center, 
and seems to bound the valley in that direction. Both 
the lake and valley wind away to the north-west for a 
distance of some ninety miles—the lake receiving the 
waters of Weber and Bear Rivers behind the mountains 
in that direction. And then there are other valleys like 
this, nested among the mountains south and west to the 
very base of the Sierra Nevada. So there will be room 
enough here for all this strange people for many years. 

But of the Mormons and Mormonism, I propose to 
speak only after studying them; to which end I remain 
here several days longer. 
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TWO HOURS WITH BRIGHAM YOUNG. 

Salt Lake City, Utah, July 13, 1859. 

My friend Dr. Bemhisel, late delegate in Congress, 
took me this, afternoon, by appointment, to meet Brig¬ 
ham Young, President of the Mormon Church, who had 
expressed a willingness to receive me at two p. m. We 
were very cordially welcomed at the door by the presi¬ 
dent, who led us into the second-story parlor of the 
largest of his houses (he has three), where I was intro¬ 
duced to Heber C. Kimball, General Wells, General 
Ferguson, Albert Carrington, Elias Smith, and several 
other leading men in the church, with two full-grown 
sons of the president. After some unimportant conver¬ 
sation on general topics, I stated that I had come in 
quest of fuller knowledge respecting the doctrines and 
polity of the Mormon Church, and would like to ask 
some questions bearing directly on these, if there were 
no objection. President Young avowing his willingness 
to respond to all pertinent inquiries, the conversation 
proceeded substantially as follows: 

H. G .—Am I to regard Mormonism (so-called) as a 
new religion, or as simply a new development of Chris¬ 
tianity ? 

B. Y .—We hold that there can he no true Christian 
Church without a priesthood directly commissioned by, 
and in immediate communication with the Son of God 
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and Saviour of mankind. Such a church is that of the 
Latter-Day Saints, called by their enemies Mormons; 
we know no other that even pretends to have present and 
direct revelations of God’s will. 

H. G. —Then I am to understand that you regard all 
other churches professing to be Christian as the Church 
of Rome regards all churches not in communion with 
itself—as schismatic, heretical, and out of the way of 
salvation ? 

B. Y —Yes, substantially. 

H. G. —Apart from this, in what respect do your 
doctrines differ essentially from those of our Orthodox 
Protestant Churches—the Baptist or Methodist, for 
example ? 

B. Y. —We hold the doctrines of Christianity, as re¬ 
vealed in the Old and Mew Testaments—also in the 
Book of Mormon, which teaches the same cardinal truths 
and those only. 

H. G. —Do you believe in the doctrine of the Trinity? 

B. Y. —We do; but not exactly as it is held by 
other churches. We believe in the Father, the Son, 
and the Holy Ghost, as equal, but not identical—not as 
one person [being],* We believe in all the bible 
teaches on this subject. 

II. G. —Do you believe in a personal devil—a dis¬ 
tinct, conscious, spiritual being, whose nature and acts 
are essentially malignant and evil ? 

B. Y— We do. 


* I am quite sure that President Young used here the word “person ” as 
1 have it; but I am not aware that Christians of any denomination do re¬ 
gard the Father, Son and Holy Spirit, as one person. 
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U. G. —Do you hold the doctrine of eternal punish¬ 
ment? 

B. Y. —We do; though perhaps not exactly as other 
churches do. We believe it as the bible teaches it. 

H. G. —I understand that you regard baptism by im¬ 
mersion as essential ? 

B. Y —We do. 

H. G. —Do you practice infant baptism ? 

B. Y—Yo. 

II. G. —Do you make removal to these valleys obliga¬ 
tory on your converts ? 

B. Y. —They would consider themselves greatly ag¬ 
grieved if they were not invited hither. We hold to 
such a gathering together of God’s people, as the bible 
foretells, and that this is the place, and now is the time 
appointed for its consummation. 

II. G. —The predictions to which you refer, have 
usually, I think, been understood to indicate Jerusalem 
(or Judea) as the place of such gathering. 

B. Y. —Yes, for the Jews—not for others. 

H. G. —What is the position of your church with res¬ 
pect to slavery ? 

B. Y. —We consider it of divine institution, and not 
to be abolished until the curse pronounced on Ham 
shall have been removed from his descendants. 

II. G. —Are any slaves now held in this territory ? 

B. Y. —There are. 

H. G. —Do your territorial laws uphold slavery ? 

B. Y. —Those laws are printed—you can read for 
yourself. If slaves are brought here by those who 
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owned them in the states, we do not favor their escape 
from the service of those owners. 

H. G. —Am I to infer that Utah, if admitted as a 
member of the Federal Union, will be a slave state? 

II. G. —Ho; she will be a free state. Slavery here 
would prove useless and unprofitable. I regard it gen¬ 
erally as a curse to the masters. I myself hire many 
laborers, and pay them fair wages; I could not afford 
to own them. I can do better than subject myself to 
an obligation to feed and clothe their families, to pro¬ 
vide and care for them in sickness and health. Utah is 
not adapted to slave-labor. 

H. G. —Let me now be enlightened with regard more 
especially to your church polity: I understand that you 
require each member to pay over one-tenth of all he 
produces or earns to the church. 

B. Y .—That is a requirement of our faith. There is 
no compulsion as to the payment. Each member acts 
in the premises according to his pleasure, under the dic¬ 
tates of his own conscience. 

H. G. —What is done with the proceeds of this tith¬ 
ing? 

B. Y —Part of it is devoted to building temples, and 
other places of worship; part to helping the poor, and 
needy converts on their way to this country ; and the 
largest portion to the support of the poor among the 
saints. 

H. G. —Is none of it paid to bishops, and other dig¬ 
nitaries of the church ? 

B. Y .—Hot one penny. Ho bishop, no elder, no 
deacon, nor other church officer, receives any compen- 
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sation for his official services. A bishop is often re¬ 
quired to put his hand into his own pocket, and provide 
therefrom for the poor of his charge; but he never re¬ 
ceives anything for his services. 

JI. G. —How, then, do your ministers live ? 

B. Y .—By the labor of their own hands, like the 
first apostles. Every bishop, every elder, may be daily 
seen at work in the field or the shop, like his neighbors; 
every minister of the church has his proper calling, by 
which lie earns the bread of his family ; he who cannot, 
or will not do the church’s work for nothing is not 
wanted in her service; even our lawyers (pointing to 
General Ferguson and another present, who are the 
regular lawyers of the church), are paid nothing for their 
services; I am the only person in the church who has 
not a regular calling apart from the church’s service, 
and I never received one farthing from her treasury; if 
I obtain anything from the tithing-house, I am charged 
with, and pay for it, just as any one else would; the 
clerks in the tithing-store are paid like other clerks; 
but no one is ever paid for any service pertaining to the 
ministry. We think a man who cannot make his living 
aside from the ministry of Christ unsuited to that office. 
I am called rich, and consider myself worth two hundred 
and-fifty thousand dollars; but no dollar of it was ever 
paid me by the church, nor for any service as a minister 
of the everlasting Gospel. I lost nearly all I had when 
we were broken up in Missouri, and driven from that 
state. I was nearly stripped again, when Joseph Smith 
was murdered, and we were driven from Illinois; but 
nothing was ever made up to me by the church, nor by 
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any one. I believe I know how to acquire property, 
and how to take care of it. 

H. G .—Can you give me any rational explanation of 
the aversion and hatred with which your people are gene¬ 
rally regarded by those among whom they have lived and 
with whom they have been brought directly in contact? 

B. Y .—No other explanation than is afforded by the 
crucifixion of Christ and the kindred treatment of God’s 
ministers, prophets and saints, in all ages. 

H. G .—I know that a new sect is always decried and 
traduced—that it is hardly ever deemed respectable to 
belong to one—that the Baptists, Quakers, Methodists, 
Universalists, etc., have each in their turn been regard¬ 
ed in the infancy of their sect as the offscouring of the 
earth; yet I cannot remember that either of them were 
ever generally represented and regarded by the older 
sects of their early days as thieves, robbers, murderers. 

B. Y .—If you will consult the cotemporary Jewish 
account of the life and acts of Jesus Christ, you will 
find that he and his disciples were accused of every 
abominable deed and purpose—robbery and murder in¬ 
cluded. Such a work is still extant, and may be found 
by those who seek it. 

H. G .—What do you say of the so-called Danites, or 
Destroying Angels, belonging to your church ? 

B. Y —What do you say ? I know of no such band, 
no such persons or organization. I hear of them only 
in the slanders of our enemies. 

II. G .—With regard, then, to the grave question on 
which your doctrines and practices are avowedly at war 
with those of the Christian world—that of a plurality 
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of wives—is tlie system of your church acceptable to 
the majority of its women? 

B. Y. —They could not be more averse to it than I 
was when it was first revealed to us as the Divine will. I 
think they generally accept it, as I do, as the will of God. 

H. G. —How general is polygamy among you ? 

B. Y. —I could not say. Some of those present 
(heads of the church) have each but one wife; others 
have more: each determines what is his individual duty. 

H. G. —What is the largest number of wives belong¬ 
ing to any one man ? 

B. Y. —I have fifteen; I know no one who has more; 
but some of those sealed to me are old ladies whom I 
regard rather as mothers than wives, but whom I have 
taken home to cherish and support. 

H. G. —Does not the Apostle Paul say that a bishop 
should be “ the husband of one wife ?” 

B. Y. —So we hold. We do not regard any but a mar¬ 
ried man as fitted for the office of bishop. But the 
apostle does not forbid a bishop having more wives 
than one. 

H. G. —Does not Christ say. that he who puts away 
his wife, or marries one whom another has put away, 
commits adultery! 

B. Y. —Yes; and I hold that no man should ever put 
away his wife except for adultery—not always even for 
that. Such is my individual view of the matter. I do 
not say that wives have never been put away in our 
church, but that I do not approve of the practice. 

H. G. —How do you regard what is commonly term¬ 
ed the Christian Sabbath ? 
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B. Y .—As a divinely appointed day of rest. We 
enjoin all to rest from secular labor on that day. We 
would have no man enslaved to the Sabbath, but we 
enjoin all to respect and enjoy it. 

Such is, as nearly as I can recollect, the substance of 
nearly two hours’ conversation, wherein much was said 
incidentally that would not be worth reporting, even if 
I could remember and reproduce it, and wherein others 
bore a part; but as President Young is the first minis¬ 
ter of the Mormon church, and bore the principal part 
in the conversation, I have reported his answers alone 
to my questions and observations. The others appeared 
uniformly to defer to his views, and to acquiesce fully 
in his responses and explanations. He spoke readily, 
not always with grammatical accuracy, but with no ap¬ 
pearance of hesitation or reserve, and with no apparent 
desire to conceal anything, nor did he repel any of my 
questions as impertinent. He was very plainly dressed 
in thin summer clothing, and with no air of sanctimony 
or fanaticism. In appearance, he is a portly, frank, 
good-natured," rather thick-set man of fifty-five, seeming 
to enjoy life, and to be in no particular hurry to get to 
heaven. His associates are plain men, evidently born 
and reared to a life of labor, and looking as little like 
crafty hypocrites or swindlers as any body of men I ever 
met. The absence of cant or snuffle from their manner 
was marked and general; yet, I think I may fairly say 
that their Mormonism has not impoverished them— 
that they were generally poor men when they embraced 
it, and are now in very comfortable circumstances—as 
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men averaging three or four wives apiece certainly need 
to be. 

If I hazard any criticisms on Mormonism generally, 
I reserve them for a separate letter, being determined 
to make this a fair and full expose of the doctrine and 
polity, in the very words of its prophet, so far as I can 
recall them. I do not believe President Young himself 
could present them in terms calculated to render them 
less obnoxious to the Gentile world than the above. 
But I have a right to add here, because I said it to the 
assembled chiefs at the close of the above colloquy, that 
the degradation (or, if you please, the restriction) of 
woman to the single office of child-bearing and its ac¬ 
cessories, is an inevitable consequence of the system 
here paramount. I have not observed a sign in the 
streets, an advertisement in the journals, of this Mor¬ 
mon metropolis, whereby a woman proposes to do any¬ 
thing whatever. No Mormon has ever cited to me his 
wife’s or any woman’s opinion on any subjeet; no Mor¬ 
mon woman has been introduced or has spoken to me; 
and, though I have been asked to visit Mormons in 
their houses, no one has spoken of his wife (or wives) 
desiring to see me, or his desiring me to make her (or 
their) acquaintance, or voluntarily indicated the exist¬ 
ence of such a being or beings. I will not attempt to 
report our talk on this subject; because, unlike what I 
have above given, it assumed somewhat the character 
of a disputation, and I could hardly give it impartially; 
but one remark made by President Young I think I can 
give accurately, and it may serve as a sample of all 
that was offered on that side. It was in these words, I 
10 
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think exactly: “ If I did not consider myself competent 
to transact a certain business without taking my wife’s 
or any woman’s counsel with regard to it, I think I 
ought to let that business alone.”* The spirit with re¬ 
gard to woman, of the entire Mormon, as of all other 
polygamic systems, is fairly displayed in this avowal. 
Let any such system become established and prevalent, 
and woman will soon be confined to the harem, and her 
appearance in the street with unveiled face will be ac¬ 
counted immodest. I joyfully trust that the genius of 
the nineteenth century tends to a solution of the prob¬ 
lem of woman’s sphere and destiny radically different 
from this. 


* Another feature of President Voung’s remarks on this topic strikes 
me on revision. He assumed as undeniable that outside of the Mormon 
church, married men usually keep mistresses—that incontinence is the 
general rule, and continence the rare exception. This assumption was 
habitual with the Mormons who, at various times, discussed with me the 
subject of polygamy. 
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THE MORMONS AND MORMONISM. 

Salt Lake City, July 18, 1859. 

Since my interview with Brigham Young, I have 
enjoyed opportunities for studying the Mormons in their 
social or festive and in their devotional assemblies. Of 
private social intercourse—that is, intercourse between 
family and family—I judge that there is comparatively 
little here; between Mormons and Gentiles or strangers, 
of course still less. Their religious services (in the taber¬ 
nacle) are much like those that may be shared or wit¬ 
nessed in the churches of most of our popular sects; the 
music rather better than you will hear in an average 
worshiping assemblage in the states ; the prayers perti¬ 
nent and full of unction ; the sermons adapted to tastes 
or needs different from mine. They seemed to me 
rambling, dogmatic, and ill-digested ; in fact, Elder Or¬ 
son Pratt, who preached last Sunday morning, prefaced 
his harangue by a statement that he had been hard at 
work on his farm throughout the week, and labored 
under consequent physical exhaustion. Elder John 
Taylor (I believe he is one of the Twelve; at all events 
he is a high dignitary in the church, and a man of de¬ 
cided natural ability) spoke likewise in the afternoon 
with little or no premeditation. Now, I believe that 
every preacher should be also a worker; I like to see 
one mowing or pitching hay in his shirt-sleeves ; and I 
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hear with edification an unlettered hut devout and earn¬ 
est evangelist who, having worked a part of the week 
for the subsistence of his family, devotes the rest of it to 
preaching the gospel to small school-house or wayside 
gatherings of hearers, simply for the good of their souls. 
Let him only be sure to talk good sense, and I will 
excuse some bad grammar. But when a preacher is to 
address a congregation of one to three thousand persons, 
like that which assembles twice each sabbath in the 
Salt Lake City Tabernacle, I insist that a due regard for 
the economy of time requires that he should prepare 
himself, by study and reflection, if not by writing, to 
speak directly to the point. This mortal life is too short 
and precious to be wasted in listening to rambling, 
loose-jointed harangues, or even to those which severally 
consume an hour in the utterance, when they might be 
boiled down and clarified until they were bronght within 
the compass of half an hour each. A thousand half- 
hours, Reverend Sir! have you ever pondered their 
value ? Suppose your time to be worth ten times that 
of an average hearer; still, to take an extra half-hour 
from a thousand hearers in order to save yourself ten or 
fifteen hours’ labor in the dne and careful preparation 
of a sermon, is a scandalous waste, which I see not how 
to justify. Be entreated to repent and amend! 

The two discourses to which I listened were each in 
tensely and exclusively Mormon. That is, they assumed 
that the Mormons were God’s peculiar, chosen, beloved 
people, and that all the rest of mankind are out of the 
ark of safety and floundering in heathen darkness. I 
am not edified by this sort of preaching. It reminds 
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me forcibly of the Pharisee’s prayer: “ Lord, I thank 
thee that I am not as other men are—unjust, extortion¬ 
ers,” etc. I do not think good men delight in this 
assumption of an exclusive patent for the grace of God 
and I am quite sure it is not well adapted to the trans¬ 
formation of bad men into good. It is too well calculated 
to puff up its disciples with self-conceit and spiritual 
pride. That Jesus Christ is about to re-appear on the 
•earth in all the pomp and splendor of a mighty conquer¬ 
or—that he will then proceed to take vengeance on his 
enemies (mankind in general, whether heathen or nom¬ 
inally Christians) and to glorify his elect (the Latter-Day 
Saints or Mormons) were treated by the Tabernacle 
preachers as propositions too self-evident to need demon¬ 
stration. Having thus chastised his enemies and “ gath¬ 
ered his elect from the four winds of heaven,” the 
Saviour is to reign over them here on earth for a thou¬ 
sand years; at the end of which period, they are together 
to be transferred to heaven. Of course, I had heard the 
like of this before; but it always seems to me a very 
gross and wooden perversion of the magnificent ima¬ 
gery whereby the Bible foreshadows a great spiritual 
transformation. The spirit of the Mormon religion ap¬ 
pears to me Judaic rather than Christian; and I am 
well assured that Heber C. Kimball, one of the great 
lights of the church, once said in conversation with a 
Gentile—“ I do pray for my enemies : I pray that they 
may all go to hell.” Neither from the pulpit nor else¬ 
where have I heard from a Mormon one spontaneous, 
hearty recognition of the essential brotherhood of the 
human race—one generous prayer for the enlightenment 
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and salvation of all mankind. On the other hand, I 
have been distinctly given to understand that my inter¬ 
locutors expect to sit on thrones and to bear rule over 
multitudes in the approaching kingdom of God. In 
fact, one sincere, devout man has to-day assigned that 
to me as a reason for polygamy; he wants to qualify 
himself, by ruling a large and diversified family here, 
for bearing rule over his principality in the “ new earth,” 
that he knows to be at hand. I think he might far bet¬ 
ter devote a few years to pondering Christ’s saying to 
this effect, “ He who would be least in the kingdom of 
heaven, the same shall he greatest.” 

I was undeceived with regard to the Book of Mor¬ 
mon. I had understood that it is now virtually dis¬ 
carded, or at least neglected, by the church in its ser¬ 
vices and ministrations. But Elder Pratt gave us a 
synopsis of its contents, and treated it throughout as of 
equal authority and importance with the Old and Hew 
Testaments. He did not read from it, however, but 
from Malachi, and quoted text after text from the proph¬ 
ets, which he cited as predictions of the writing and 
discovery of this book. 

The congregation consisted, at either service of some 
fifteen hundred to two thousand persons—more in the 
morning than the afternoon. A large majority of them 
(not including the elders and chief men, of whom a 
dozen or so were present) were evidently of European 
birth; I think a majority of the males were past the 
meridian of life. All gave earnest heed to the exercises 
throughout; in fact, I have seldom seen a more devout 
and intent assemblage. I had been told that the Mor- 
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mons were remarkably ignorant, superstitious, and 
brutalized; but the aspect of these congregations did 
not sustain that assertion. Yery few rural congrega¬ 
tions would exhibit more heads evincing decided ability; 
and I doubt whether any assemblage, so largely Euro¬ 
pean in its composition, would make a better appear¬ 
ance. Not that Europeans are less intellectual or 
comely than Americans ; but our emigrants are mainly 
of the poorer classes; and poverty, privation, and rug¬ 
ged toil, plow hard, forbidding lines in the human coun¬ 
tenance elsewhere than in Utah. Brigham Young was 
not present at either service. 

Do I regard the great body of these Mormons as 
knaves and hypocrites ? Assuredly not. I do not be¬ 
lieve there was ever a religion whereof the great mass 
of the adherents were not honest and sincere. Hypo¬ 
crites and knaves there are in all sects; it is quite pos¬ 
sible that 6ome of the magnates of the Mormon Church 
regard this so-called religion (with all others) as a con¬ 
trivance for the enslavement and fleecing of the many, 
and the aggrandizement of the few; but I cannot believe 
that a sect, so considerable and so vigorous as the Mor¬ 
mon, was ever founded in conscious imposture, or built 
up on any other basis than that of earnest conviction. 
If the projector, and two or three of his chief confeder¬ 
ates are knaves, the great body of their followers were 
dupes. 

Nor do I accept the current Gentile presumption, that 
the Mormons are an organized banditti—a horde of rob¬ 
bers and assassins. Thieves and murderers mainly 
haunt the purlieus of great cities, or hide in caverns 
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and forests adjacent to the great routes of travel. But 
when the Mormon leaders decided to set up their Zion 
in these parched mountain vales and canons, the said 
valleys were utterly secluded and remote from all Gen¬ 
tile approach—away from any mail-route or channel of 
emigration. That the Mormons wished to escape Gen¬ 
tile control, scrutiny, jurisprudence, is evident; that 
they meant to abuse their inaccessibility, to the detri¬ 
ment and plunder of wayfarers, is not credible. 

Do I, then, discredit the tales of Mormon outrages 
and crime—of the murder of the Parrishes, the Moun¬ 
tain Meadow massacre, etc. etc.—wherewith the general 
ear has recently been shocked ? No, I do not. Some 
of these may have been fabricated by Gentile malice— 
others are doubtless exaggerated—but there is some 
basis of truth for the current Gentile conviction that 
the Mormons have robbed, maimed, and even killed 
persons in this territory, under circumstances which 
should subject the perpetrators to condign punishment, 
but that Mormon witnesses, grand jurors, petit jurors, 
and magistrates determinedly screen the guilty. I 
deeply regret the necessity of believing this; but the 
facts are incontestable. That a large party of emigrants 
—not less than eighty—from Arkansas to California, 
were foully massacred at Mountain Meadows in Septem¬ 
ber, 1857, more immediately by Indians., but under the 
direct inspiration and direction of the Mormon settlers 
in that vicinity—to whom, and not to the savages, the 
emigrants had surrendered, after a siege, on the strength 
of assurances that their lives at least should be spared— 
is established by evidence that cannot (I think) be in- 
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validated—the evidence of conscience-smitten partakers 
in the crime, both Indian and ex-Mormon, and of child¬ 
ren of the slaughtered emigrants, who were spared as 
too young to be dangerous even as witnesses, and of 
whom the great majority have been sent down to the 
states as unable to give testimony; but two boys are 
retained here as witnesses, who distinctly remember 
that their parents surrendered to white men, and that 
these white men at best did not attempt to prevent their 
perfidious massacre. These children, moreover, were 
all found in the possession of Mormons—not one of 
them in the hands of Indians; and, though the Mor¬ 
mons say they ransomed them from the hands of Indians, 
the children deny it, saying that they never lived with, 
nor were in the keeping of savages; and the Indians 
bear concurrent tes: imony. So in the Parrish case: the 
family had been Mormons, but had apostatized—and 
undertook .to return to the states; they were warned 
that they would be killed if they persisted in that reso¬ 
lution ; they did persist, and were killed. Of course, 
•nobody will ever be convicted of their murder; but 
those who warned them of the fate on which they were 
rushing know why they were killed, and could discover, 
if they would, who killed them. 

The vital fact in the case is just this : The great mass 
of these people, as a body, mean to be honest, just, and 
humane; but they are, before and above all things else, 
Latter-Day Saints, or Mormons. They devoutly believe 
that they are God’s peculiar and especial people, doing 
His work, up-building His kingdom, and basking in the 
sunshine of His peculiar favor. Whoever obstructs or 
10* 
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impedes them in this work, then, is God’s enemy, who 
must be made to get out of the way of the establishment 
of Christ’s kingdom on earth—made to do so by lawful 
and peaceful means if possible, but by any means that 
may ultimately be found necessary. The Parrishes 
were apostates; had they been allowed to pursue their 
journey to the states, they would have met many Saints 
coming up the road, whose minds they would have 
troubled if not poisoned; and they would have told 
stories after reaching their destination which would have 
deepened the general prejudice against the Saints; so 
the up-building and well-being of Christ’s kingdom re¬ 
quired that they should die. The Arkansas emigrants 
slaughtered at Mountain-Meadows, had in some way 
abused the Saints, or interposed obstacles to the progress 
of God’s work, and they were consequently given over 
to destruction. Far be it from me to hint that one-fifth, 
one-tenth, one-twentieth, of the Mormons ever bore any 
part in these bloody deeds, or even know to this day 
that they were perpetrated. The great body of the 
Saints undoubtingly believe all the current imputations 
of Mormon homicide and outrage to be abominable 
calumnies. Many of the highest dignitaries of the 
church may be included in this number. But there are 
men in the church who know that they are not calum¬ 
nies—who know that Gentiles and apostates have been 
killed for the church’s and for Christ’s sake, and who 
firmly believe that they ought to have been. I grieve 
to say it, but I hold these more consistent and logical 
Mormons than their innocent and unsuspicious brethren. 
For if I were a Latter-Day Saint, undoubtingly believ- 
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ing all opposers of the Mormon Church to be God’s 
enemies, obnoxious to His wrath and curse, and power¬ 
fully obstructing the rescue of souls from eternal perdi¬ 
tion and torture, I should be strongly impelled to help 
put those opposers of God’s purposes out of the way of 
sending any more immortal souls to everlasting fire. I 
should feel it my duty so to act, as a lover of God and 
man. And I confidently predict that not one Mormon 
who has killed a Gentile or apostate under a like view 
of his duty will ever be fairly convicted in this territory. 
Ho jury can be drawn here, unless in flagrant defiance 
of territorial laws, which is not mainly composed of 
Mormons; and no such jury will convict a Mormon of 
crime for any act done in behalf of God’s kingdom— 
that is, of the Mormon church. 

I ask, then, the advocates of “popular sovereignty” 
in the territories to say what they propose to do in the 
premises. How do they intend to adapt their principle 
to the existing state of facts? They have superseded 
Brigham Young, with a full knowledge that at least 
nine-tenths of the people of Utah earnestly desired his 
retention as governor. They have sent hither a batch 
of judges, who would like to earn their salaries; but 
the Mormon legislature devotes its sessions principally 
to the work of crippling and fettering these judges, so 
that they shall remain here as mere dummies or be 
driven into resignation. Their juries are all drawn for 
them by Mormon officials, under regulations which vir¬ 
tually exclude all but Mormons from each panel; it is 
a violation of all the laws of Utah to cite in argument 
before any judge or jury here the decisions of any 
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court—even the/ supreme court of the United States— 
but the courts of Utah; so that even the Dred Scott 
decision could not lawfully be cited here in a fugitive 
slave case; in short, the federal judiciary, the federal 
executive, and the federal army, as now existing in 
Utah, are three transparent shams—three egregious 
farces ; they are costing the treasury very large sums to 
no purpose; and the sooner the governor, marshal, 
judges, etc., resign, and the army is withdrawn, the bet¬ 
ter for all but a handful of contractors. “Popular 
sovereignty ” has such full swing here that Brigham 
Young carries the territory in his breeches’ pocket with¬ 
out a shadow of opposition ; he governs without respon¬ 
sibility to either law or public opinion; for there is no 
real power here but that of “ the church,” and he is 
practically the church. The church is rich, and is hour¬ 
ly increasing in wealth; the church settles all civil 
controversies which elsewhere cause lawsuits; the 
church spends little or nothing, yet rules everything; 
while the federal government, though spending two or 
three millions per annum here, and keeping up a fussy 
parade of authority, is powerless and despised. If, 
then, we are to have “ popular sovereignty ” in the ter¬ 
ritories, let us have it pure and without shams. Let 
Brigham be reappointed governor; withdraw the pres¬ 
ent federal office-holders and army; open shorter and 
better roads to California through the country north of 
Bridger; and notify the emigrants that, if they choose 
to pass through Utah, they will do so at their own risk. 
Let the Mormons have the territory to themselves—it 
is worth very little to others, but reduce its area by 
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cutting off Carson Y alley on the one side, and making 
a Rocky Mountain territory on the other, and then let 
them go on their way rejoicing. I believe this is not 
only by far the cheapest but the safest and best mode 
of dealing with the difficulties already developed and 
daily developing here, unless the notion of “ popular 
sovereignty ” in the territories is to be utterly exploded 
and given up. “ Popular Sovereignty ” in a territory 
is a contradiction in terms; but “ popular sovereignty ” 
in a territory backed by a thousand sharp federal bayo¬ 
nets and a battery of flying artillery, is too monstrous a 
futility, too transparent a swindle, to be much longer 
upheld or tolerated. 
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SALT LAKE, AND ITS ENVIRONS. 

Salt Lake City, July, 18, 1859. 

A party of us visited the lake on Saturday. It is 
not visible from this city, though it must be from the 
mountains which rise directly north of it, and more re¬ 
motely on all sides, but Antelope, Stansbury, and per¬ 
haps other islands in the lake, being mainly covered by 
high, rugged hills or mountains, are in plain sight from 
every part of the valley. The best of these islands is 
possessed by “ the church,” (Mormon) as a herd-ground, 
or ranche , for its numerous cattle, and is probably the 
best tract for that purpose in the whole territory. That 
portion of the lake between it and the valley is so shal¬ 
low, that cattle may, at most seasons, be safely driven 
over to the island; while it is so deep (between three 
and four feet) that none will stray back again, and it 
would be difficult and dangerous to steal cattle thence 
in the night, when that business is mainly carried on. 
So the church has a large and capital pasture, and her 
cattle multiply and wax fat at the least possible ex¬ 
pense. The best canon for wood near this city is like¬ 
wise owned by “ the church ”—how owned, I can’t pre¬ 
tend to say—but whoever draws wood from it must 
deposit every third load in the church’s* capacious 


* On further inquiry, I learn that Brigham Young personally is the 
owner of this splendid placer; but, as he is practically the church, the cor¬ 
rection was hardly worth making. 
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yard. These are but specimens of the management 
whereby, though the saints are generally poor, often 
quite poor, so that a saint who has three wives can 
sometimes hardly afford to keep two beds—“ the 
church” has a comfortable allowance of treasures laid 
up on earth. And her leading apostles and dignitaries 
also, by a curious coincidence, seem to be in thriving 
circumstances. It looks to me as though neither they 
nor the church could afford to have the world burnt 
up for a while yet. 

Crossing, just west of the city, the Jordan (which 
drains the fresh waters of Lake Utah into Salt Lake, 
and is a large, sluggish creek), we are at once out of the 
reach of irrigation from the northern hills—the river 
intercepting all streams from that quarter—and are 
once more on a parched clay-plain, covered mainly with 
our old acquaintances, sage-bush and grease-wood; 
though there are wet, springy tracts, especially toward 
the southern mountains and near the lake, which pro¬ 
duce rank, coarse grass. Yet this seeming desert has 
naturally a better soil than the hard, pebbly gravel on 
which the city stands, and which irrigation has con¬ 
verted into bounteous gardens and orchards. I rejoice 
to perceive that a dam over the Jordan is in progress, 
whereby a considerable section of the valley of that 
river (which valley is forty miles long, by an average 
of twenty broad) is to be irrigated. There are serious 
obstacles to the full success of this enterprise in the 
scarcity of timber and the inequality of the plain, which 
is gouged and cut up by numerous (now dry) water¬ 
courses; but, if this project is well engineered, it will 





232 


SALT LAKE AND ITS ENVIRONS. 


double tlie productive capacity of this valley, and I 
earnestly trust it may be. In the absence of judicious 
and systematic irrigation, there are far too many cattle 
and sheep on this great common, as the gaunt look of 
most of the cattle abundantly testifies. Water also is 
scarce and bad here; we tried several of the springs 
which are found at the bases of the southern mountains, 
and found them all brackish, while not a single stream 
flows from those mountains in the five or six miles that 
we skirted them, and I am told that they afford but 
one or two scanty rivulets through the whole extent of 
this valley. In the absence of irrigation, nothing is 
grown or attempted but wild grass; of the half-dozen 
cabins we have passed between the Jordan and the 
lake, not one had even the semblance of a garden, or of 
any cultivation whatever. A shrewd woman, who had 
lived seven years near the lake, assured me that it 
would do no good to attempt cultivation there; too 
much alkali” was her reason. I learn that, on the 
city side of the Jordan, when irrigation was first intro¬ 
duced, and cultivation attempted, the soil, whenever 
allowed to become dry, was covered, for the first year 
or two, with some whitish alkaline substance or com¬ 
pound ; but this was soon washed out and washed off 
by the water, so that no alkali now exhibits itself, 
and this tract produces handsomely. Let the Jordan 
be so dammed, and its waters conducted into lateral 
canals that its whole valley may be amply irrigated, and 
there are few tracts of like area that will produce more 
generously, albeit, a majority of its acres now seem almost 
as sterile and hopeless as the great American desert. 
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That this lake should be salt, is no anomaly. AH 
large bodies of water into which streams discharge them 
selves, while they have severally no outlet, are or should 
be salt. If one such is fresh, that is an anomaly indeed. 
Lake Utah probably receives as much saline matter as 
Salt Lake; but she discharges it through the Jordan 
and remains herself fresh ; while Salt Lake, having no 
issue save by evaporation, is probably the saltest body 
of water on earth. The ocean is comparatively fresh; 
even the Mediterranean is not half so salt. I am told 
that three barrels of this water yield a barrel of salt; 
that seems rather strong, yet its intense saltness, no one 
who has not had it in liis eyes, his mouth, his nostrils, 
can realize. You can no more sink in it than in a clay- 
bank, but a very little of it in your lungs would suffice 
to strangle you. You make your way in from a hot, 
rocky beach over a chaos of volcanic basalt that is try¬ 
ing to the feet; but, at a depth of a yard or more, you 
have a fine sand bottom, and here the bathing is delightful. 

The water is of a light green color for ten or twenty 
rods; then “ deeply, darkly, beautifully blue.” No fish 
can live in it; no frog abides it; few birds are ever 
seen dipping into it. The rugged mountains in and 
about it—just such scarped and seamed and gullied pre¬ 
cipices as I have been describing ever since I reached 
Denver—have a little fir and cotton-wood or quaking- 
asp in their deeper ravines or behind their taller cliffs, 
but look bare and desolate to the casual observer; and 
these cut the lake into sections and hide most of it from 
view. Probably, less than a third of it is visible from 
any single point. But this suffices. 
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LIFE IN UTAH. 

These Mormons are in the main an industrious, frugal, 
hard-working people. Few of them are habitual idlers; 
few live by professions or pursuits that require no phy¬ 
sical exertion. They make work for but few lawyers— 
I know but four among them—their differences and 
disputes are usually settled in and by the church; they 
have no female outcasts, few doctors, and pay no salaries 
to their preachers—at least, the leaders say so. But a 
small portion of them use tea and coffee. Formerly 
they drank little or no liquor; but, since the army came 
in last year, money and whisky have both been more 
abundant, and now they drink considerably. More 
than a thousand barrels of whisky have been sold in this 
city within the last year, at an average of not less than 
eight dollars per gallon, making the total cost to consu¬ 
mers over two hundred and fifty thousand dollars, 
whereof the Mormons have paid at least half. If they 
had thrown instead, one hundred and fifty thousand dol¬ 
lars in hard cash into the deepest part of Salt Lake, it 
would have been far better for them. The appetite they 
are acquiring or renewing will cling to them after the 
army and its influx of cash shall have departed; and 
Saints who now drink a little will find themselves as 
thirsty as their valley, before they suspect that they care 
anything for liquor. As yet, I believe, they have few 
or no drunkards; but there is nothing more deceitful 
than the appetite for liquor. Utah has not a single ex¬ 
port of any kind ; the army now supplies her with cash ; 
when that is gone, her people will see harder times. She 
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ought to manufacture almost everything she consumes, 
or foreign debt will overwhelm her. Yet, up to tliis 
hour, her manufacturing energies have been most un¬ 
happily directed. Some two hundred thousand dollars 
was expended in preparations for iron making at a place 
called Cedar City; but the ore, though rich, would not 
flux, and the enterprise had to be totally abandoned, 
leaving the capital a dead loss. Wood and flax can be 
grown here cheaply and abundantly; yet, owing to the 
troubles last year, no spinning and weaving machinery 
has yet been put in operation; I believe some is now 
coming up from St. Louis. An attempt to grow cotton 
is likely to prove a failure, as might have been pre¬ 
dicted. The winters are long and cold here for the lati¬ 
tude, and the Saints must make cloth or shiver. I trust 
they will soon be able to clothe themselves. 

Sugar is another necessary of life which they have 
had bad luck with. They can grow the beet very well, 
but it is said to yield little or no sugar—because, it is 
supposed, of an excess of alkali in the soil. The sorg¬ 
hum has not yet been turned to much account, but it is 
to be. Common brown sugar sells here at sixty cents 
per pound ; coffee about the same ; in the newer settle¬ 
ments, they are of course still higher. All sorts of im¬ 
ported goods cost twice to six or eight times their prices 
in the states; even quack medicines (so called) and 
yellow-covered novels are sold at double the prices 
borne on their labels or covers. Consider that the peo¬ 
ple came hither over a thousand miles mainly of desert, 
after reaching the Missouri, which was many hundreds 
if not thousands of miles from their former homes— 
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that they generally reached these valleys in the fall, 
which afforded them excellent chances of starvation be¬ 
fore they could raise a crop—that they have been con¬ 
stantly infested and begged or stolen from by the Indians 
whose game they killed or scared away, and who feel 
that they have a right to live here so long as there are 
cattle or crops to live on—that these valleys are lofty, 
narrow, and parched by intense drouth from May to 
November—that implements and seeds are scarcely to 
be obtained short of a three months’ journey, and then 
at an enormous cost—that they have had one year of 
virtual and costly hostilities with the federal govern¬ 
ment, in which very little could be done, and improve¬ 
ment was out of the question—and I am amazed that so 
much has been well done here in the way of building, 
tilling, fencing, planting trees, etc. Doubtless this city 
is far ahead of any rival, being the spiritual metropolis 
and the earliest settled ; but I am assured that the valley 
of Utah Lake is better cultivated than this, though 
Provo, its county seat, is far behind this city, which, 
with its broad, regular streets, refreshed by rivulets of 
bright, sparkling, dancing water, and shaded by rows 
of young but thrifty trees, mainly locust and bitter cot¬ 
ton-wood, is already more attractive to the eye than an 
average city of like size in the states. The houses (of 
adobe or merely sun-dried brick) are uniformly low and 
generally too small; but there is seldom more than one 
family to a dwelling, and rarely but one dwelling on a 
lot of an acre and a quarter. The gardens are well 
filled with peach, apple, and other fruit trees, whereof 
the peach already bears profusely, and the others begin 
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to follow the example. Apricots and grapes are grown, 
though not yet abundant; so of strawberries. Plums 
are in profusion, and the mountain currants are large, 
abundant and very good. Many of the lots are fenced 
with cobble-stones laid in clay mortar, which seems to 
stand very well. The wall of Brigham Young’s garden 
and grounds is nine or ten feet high, three feet thick at 
the base, and cost some sixty dollars per rod. Undoubt¬ 
edly, this people are steadily increasing in wealth and 
comfort. 

Still the average life in Utah is a hard one. Many 
more days’ faithful labor are required to support a fam¬ 
ily here than in Kansas, or in any of the states. The 
climate is severe and capricious—now intensely hot and 
dry ; in winter cold and stormy ; and, though cattle are 
usually allowed to shirk for themselves in the valleys, 
they are apt to resent the insult by dying. Crickets 
and grasshoppers swarm in myriads, and often devour 
all before them. Wood is scarce and poor. Irrigation 
is laborious and expensive; as yet, it has not been found 
practicable to irrigate one-fourth of the arable land at 
all. Ultimately, the valleys will be generally irrigated, 
so far as water for the purpose can be obtained; but 
this will require very costly dams and canals. Frost is 
very destructive here; Indian corn rarely escapes it 
wholly, and wheat often suffers from it. Wheat, oats, 
corn, barley, rye, are grown at about equal cost per 
bushel—two dollars may be taken as their average price; 
the wheat crop is usually heavy, though this year it 
threatens to be relatively light. I estimate that one 
hundred and fifty days’ faithful labor in Kansas will 
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produce as large an aggregate of the necessaries of life 
—food, clothing, fuel—as three hundred just such days’ 
work in Utah. Hence, the adults here generally wear 
a toil-worn, anxious look, and many of them are older 
in frame than in years. I ardently hope it may not 
always be thus. 

POLYGAMY. 

I do not believe the plural-wife system can long en¬ 
dure ; yet almost every man with whom I converse on 
the subject, seems intensely, fanatically devoted to it, 
deeming this the choicest of his earthly blessings. 
With the women, I am confident it is otherwise; and I 
watched their faces as Elder Taylor, at a social gather¬ 
ing on Saturday night, was expatiating humorously on 
this feature of the Mormon system, to the great delight 
of the men ; hut not one responsive smile did I see on 
the face of a woman. On the contrary, I thought they 
seemed generally to wish the subject passed over in 
silence. Fanaticism, and a belief that we are God’s 
especial, exclusive favorites, will carry most of us a 
great way; but the natural instinct in every woman’s 
breast must teach her that to be some man’s third or 
fourth wife is to be no wife at all. I asked my next 
neighbor the name of a fair, young girl who sat some 
distance from us with a babe on her knee. “ That is 
one of Judge Smith’s ladies,” was his quiet, matter-of- 
course answer. I need hardly say that no woman spoke 
publicly on that occasion—I believe none ever speaks 
in a Mormon assemblage—and I shall not ask any one 
her private opinion of polygamy; but 1 think I can 
read an unfavorable one on many faces. 
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Yet polygamy is one main pillar of the Mormon 
church. He who has two or more wives rarely aposta¬ 
tizes, as he could hardly remain here in safety and com¬ 
fort as an apostate, and dare not take his wives else¬ 
where. I have heard of but a single instance in which 
a man with three wives renounced Mormonism and left 
for California, where he experienced no difficulty; 
“ for ” said my informant (a woman, no longer a Mor¬ 
mon,) “ he introduced his two younger wives (girls of 
nineteen and fourteen) as his daughters, and married 
them both off in the course of six weeks.” 

I am assured by Gentiles that there is a large busi¬ 
ness done here in iwimarrying as well as in marrying; 
some of them assure me that the church exacts a fee of 
ten dollars on the marriage of each wife after the first, 
but charges a still heavier fee for divorcing. I do not 
know that this is true, and I suspect my informants 
were no wiser in the premises than I am. But it cer¬ 
tainly looks to me as though a rich dignitary in the 
church has a freer and fuller range for the selection of 
his sixth or eighth wife than a poor young man of ordi¬ 
nary standing has for choosing his first. And I infer 
that the more sharp-sighted young men will not always 
be content with this. 

Since the foregoing was written, I have enjoyed op¬ 
portunities for visiting Mormons, and studying Mor¬ 
monism, in the home of its votaries, and of discussing 
with them in the freedom of social intercourse, what 
the outside world regards as the distinguishing feature 
of their faith and polity. In one instance, a veteran 
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apostle of the faith, liaviug first introduced to me, a 
worthy matron of fifty-five or sixty—the wife of his 
youth, and the mother of his grown-up sons—as Mrs. T., 
soon after introduced a young and winning lady of per¬ 
haps twenty-five summers, in these words: “ Here is 
another Mrs. T.” This lady is a recent emigrant from 
our state, of more than average powers of mind and 
graces of person, who came here with her father, as a 
convert, a little over a year ago, and has been the sixth 
wife of Mr. T. since a few weeks after her arrival. (The 
intermediate four wives of Elder T. live on a farm or 
farms some miles distant). The manner of the husband 
was perfectly unconstrained and off-hand throughout; 
but I could not well be mistaken in my conviction that 
both ladies failed to conceal dissatisfaction with their 
position in the eyes of their visitor, and of the world. 
They seemed to feel that it needed vindication. Their 
manner toward each other was most cordial and sisterly 
—sincerely so, I doubt not—but this is by no means 
the rule. A Gentile friend, whose duties require him 
to travel widely over the territory, informs me that he 
has repeatedly stopped with a bishop, some hundred 
miles south of this, whose two wives he has never known 
to address each other, nor evince the slightest cordiality, 
during the hours he has spent in their society. The 
bishop’s house consists of two rooms; and when my 
informant staid there with a Gentile friend, the bishop 
being absent, one wife slept in the same apartment with 
them rather than in that occupied by her double. I 
presume that an extreme case, but the spirit which im¬ 
pels it is not unusual. I met this evening a large party 
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of young people, consisting in nearly equal numbers of 
husbands and wives; but no husband was attended by 
more than one wife, and. no gentleman admitted or im¬ 
plied, in our repeated and animated discussions of 
polygamy, that he had more than one wife. And I was 
again struck by the circumstance that here, as hereto¬ 
fore, no woman indicated, by word or look, her approval 
of any arguments in favor of polygamy. That many 
women acquiesce in it as an ordinance of God, and have 
been drilled into a mechanical assent of the logic by 
which it is upheld, I believe; but that there is not a 
woman in Utah who does not in her heart wish that 
God had not ordained it, I am confident. And quite a 
number of the young men treat it in conversation as a 
temporary or experimental arrangement, which is to be 
sustained or put aside as experience shall demonstrate 
its utility or mischief. One old Mormon farmer, with 
whom I discussed the matter privately, admitted that 
it was impossible for a poor working-man to have a 
well-ordered, well-governed household, where his chil¬ 
dren had two or more living mothers occupying the 
same ordinary dwelling. On the whole, I conclude that 
polygamy, as it was a graft on the original stock of 
Mormonism, will be outlived by the root—that there 
will be a new revelation, ere many years, whereby the 
saints will be admonished to love and cherish the wives 
they already have, but not to marry any more beyond 
the natural assignment of one wife to each husband. 

I regret that I have found time and opportunity to 
visit but one of the nineteen common schools of this city. 
This was thinly attended, by children nearly all quite 
11 





242 


SALT LAKE AND ITS ENVIRONS. 


young, and of the most rudimentary attainments. Their 
phrenological developments were, in the average, bad; 
I say this with freedom, since I have stated that those 
of the adults, as I noted them in the tabernacle, were 
good. But I am told that idiotic or malformed children 
are very rare, if not unknown here. The male saints 
emphasize the fact that a majority of the children born 
lieVe are girls, holding it a proof that Providence smiles 
on their “ peculiar institutionI, on the contrary, 
maintain that such is the case in all polygamous coun¬ 
tries, and proves simply a preponderance of vigor on 
the part of the mothers over that of the fathers wliere- 
ever this result is noted. I presume that a majority 
anywhere of the children of old husbands by young 
wives are girls. 

But again the wheels revolve, and my face must once 
more be turned westward. With the most hearty and 
grateful acknowledgments of the exceeding kindness and 
hospitality with which I have been treated here alike 
by Mormon and Gentile, and with barely a word of 
praise for the magnificent gardens I have been invited 
to visit—of which Brigham Young’s is probably the 
most costly and eye-pleasing, but I like Ileber Kimball’s 
the best—I bid adieu to Salt Lake City, the great mass 
of whose people, I am sure, have an unfeigned “zeal 
for God,” though I must deem it “not according to 
knowlege.” Long may they live to unlearn their errors, 
and enjoy the rich fruits of their industry, frugality, 
and sincere, though misguided piety 1 

Note.—A n inaccurate report of some casual remarks made by me at 
the social gathering, hereinbefore alluded to, having appeared in The Valley 
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Tan , and been widely copied, I am impelled here to print these remarks 
more correctly; though, had nothing been already said on the subject, I 
should not have deemed them worth preservation. 

The occasion was a meeting on Saturday evening, July 19tli, in a public 
hall, under the Deseret News office, of the Deseret Typographical Associa¬ 
tion, at which I had expected to meet ten or twelve printers, Mormon and 
Gentile; but wherein I found myself face to face with some two hundred 
people, nearly half ladies. In response to a sentiment, in which the Art 
of Printing was honored, I spoke of the vast transformations which the 
world has witnessed since the auspicious invention of the art—the dis¬ 
covery of America—steam, and steamships—the steam printing press— 
the electric telegraph, etc., etc.,—with the corresponding moral and intel¬ 
lectual growth of Christendom, the triumphs of religious liberty, the pro¬ 
gress made toward a general recognition of the rights of man, and the 
true theory of government, etc., etc. Speeches were also made by Elder 
John Taylor, Elder Orson Hyde, and others, all devoted in good part to 
eulogiums on Mormonism, glances at the past history of their churches, 
denunciations of their enemies, etc., etc. I think fully two hours were 
devoted to these addresses. A pause ensuing, I rose, and said: 

“The remarks of the friends who have addressed us, especially those 
which set forth the oppressions and outrages to which they have at sundry 
times and in different localities been subjected, remind me that I have 
not heard to-night, and I think I never heat'd, from the lips or the jour¬ 
nals of any of your people, one word in reprehension of that gigantic 
national crime and scandal, American chattel slavery. You speak forcibly 
of the wrongs to which your feeble brethren have from time to time been 
subjected; but what are they all to the perpetual, the gigantic outrage 
involved in holding in abject bondage four millions of human beings? 
This obstinate silence, this seeming indifference on your part, reflects no 
credit on your faith and morals, and I trust they will not be persisted in.” 

The reponse to this appeal was made by Elder Taylor, in very nearly 
these words: 

“ The subject of slavery is one on which Mr. Greeley is known to be en¬ 
thusiastic, as we are on the subject of our religion. We cannot help 
speaking of our religion at every opportunity, as he cannot help speaking 
of slavery. Those who do not relish this or that topic, must excuse its 
introduction.” [I give the import, not the exact words of the Elder’s re¬ 
marks.] 

At a later hour—as late as 11 o’clock, when many were impatient for 
adjournment to supper—one whose name I did not learn, rose and ex- 
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pressed a desire that I should make a speech, setting forth my views of 
Woman's Rights! A murmur of “Too late," “Not time,” etc., being 
heard, I said: 

“ Mr. President, I can make the speech our friend requires in just one 
minute. I hold it the right of every woman to do any and every thing 
that she can do well, provided it ought to be done. If it ought not to be 
done at all, or if she cannot do it, then she has no right to do it; but if it 
ought to be done, and she can do it, then her right to do it is, to my mind, 
indisputable. And that is all that I have to say, now or ever, on the sub¬ 
ject of Woman’s Rights.” 
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THE ARMY IN UTAH. 

Camp Floyd, Utah, July 21, 1859. 

Camp Floyd, forty miles south of Salt Lake City, is 
located on the west side of a dry valley, perhaps ten 
miles wide by thirty miles long, separated by high hills 
from Lake Utah, some fifteen to twenty miles distant on 
the north-east. This valley would-be fertile were it not 
doomed to sterility by drouth. A small stream takes its 
rise in copious springs at the foot of the western hills 
just north of the camp, but is soon drank up by the 
thirsty plain. Water in this stream, and wood (low 
cedar) on the adjacent hills, probably dictated the selec¬ 
tion of this site for a camp; though I believe a desire, 
if not a secret compact, to locate the troops as far as 
possible from the Mormon settlements, had an influence 
in the premises. No Mormons live in this valley nor 
within sight of it; though all the roads leading from 
Salt Lake City, as well as from Provo and the other 
settlements around Lake Utah, are within a day’s march 
and may be said to be commanded by the camp. The 
soil is easily pulverized when dry, and keeps the entire 
area enveloped, during summer, in a dense cloud of 
dust, visible for miles in every direction. I saw it when 
eight miles away, as I came down from Salt Lake City 
yesterday. We passed few houses on the way; but a 
distillery and a brewery were among them. We crossed 
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the Jordan by fording, at a point seven or eight miles 
from the Lake, and twenty-five to thirty from Salt Lake 
City. The stream is here swift and strong, but hardly 
thirty inches deep, and not more than thirty yards 
wide. We passed within sight of Provo, but several 
miles from it. We passed one spring on the route, and 
two or three brooks running from the high-steep moun¬ 
tains on the east. The drouth was intense, and seemed 
habitual in summer; there was no cultivation nor indus¬ 
try of any sort on our road, save within twenty miles of 
Salt Lake City. 

The camp is formed of low and neat adobe houses, 
generally small. I presume there are three or four hun¬ 
dred of them—enough, at all events, to make six or 
eight Kansas cities. “Frogtown” is a satellite, or 
suburb, whence grog and other luxuries (including exe¬ 
crable whisky at about ten dollars per gallon) are dis¬ 
pensed to thirsty soldiers who have not already drank 
up more than their pay amounts to. The valley is 
covered with sage-bush and grease-wood, as usual; but 
the camp has been freed from these, and is mainly level 
as a house-floor. The adobes ware made on the spot by 
Mexicans; the boards for roofs, finishing off, etc., sup¬ 
plied by Brigham Young and his son-in-law, from the 
only canon opening into Salt Lake Yalley which abounds 
in timber (yellow-pine, I believe,) fit for sawing. The 
territorial legislature—(which is another name for “the 
church ”) granted this canon to Brigham, who runs three 
6aw-mills therein, at a clear profit of one hundred dollars 
or so per day. His profit on the lumber supplied to the 
camp was probably over fifty thousand dollars. The 
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price was seventy dollars per thousand feet, delivered. 
President Young assured me, with evident self-compla¬ 
cency, that he did not need and would not accept a dol¬ 
lar of salary from “ the church ”—he considered himself 
able to make all the money he needed by business, as 
he had made the two hundred and fifty thousand dollars 
worth of property he already possesses. With a legisla¬ 
ture ever ready to grant him such perquisites as this 
lumber canon, I should think he might. The total cost 
of this post to the government was about two hundred 
thousand dollars. 

The army in Utah has numbered three thousand five 
hundred men—I believe its present strength is but about 
three thousand. It is mainly concentrated in this camp, 
though some small detachments are engaged in survey¬ 
ing or opening roads, guarding herds, etc., in different 
parts of the territory. I presume this is still the largest 
regular force ever concentrated upon the soil of our 
country in time of peace. It consists of the 5th, 7th 
and 10th regiments of infantry, a battalion of light 
artillery, and two or three companies of dragoons. I 
met, between Byidger and Ham’s Fork, a considerable 
force of dragoons going down. 

Let us briefly consider the history and position of this 
little army : 

In the earlier half of 1857, it was concentrated in 
Kansas; late in that year, the several regiments com¬ 
posing it were severally put in march toward the Rocky 
Mountains. The Mormons soon full learned that this 
band was to be launched against them, and at once pre¬ 
pared to give it a warm reception; the army had no 
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information on the subject, save general report. De¬ 
tained in Kansas to give effect to Governor Walker’s 
electioneering quackeries, it was at length sent on its 
way at a season too late to allow it to reach Salt Lake 
before winter. Ho commander was sent with it; Gen¬ 
eral Harney was announced as its chief, but has not 
even yet joined it. It was thus dispatched on a long 
and difficult expedition, in detachments, without a chief, 
without orders, without any clear idea of its object or 
destination. Entering Utah thus as no army, but as a 
number of separate, straggling detachments, neither of 
which was ordered to protect the supply-train, which 
followed one or two marches behind them, the soldiers 
had the mortification to learn, about the first of Octo¬ 
ber, that those supply-trains, without even an armed 
corporal’s guard in their vicinity, had been surprised 
and burnt by a Mormon band, who thus in effect made 
war on the United States. Indignantly, hut still with¬ 
out a leader and without definite orders, the army strug¬ 
gled on to Bridger, one hundred and thirteen miles from 
Salt Lake, which the Mormons abandoned on its ap¬ 
proach. Bridger is many thousand feet above the sea 
level, and the ground was here so buried in snow that 
its gaunt animals died by hundreds, and the residue 
were unable to drag the baggage over the rivers and 
steep mountains which still separated it from Salt Lake. 
So the regiments halted, built huts to shelter themselves 
from the winter’s inclemency, and lived through the 
snowy season as they might on a half allowance of 
beef from their lean, gristly animals, without salt. 

Spring at length came; the order to march, long 
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hoped and impatiently waited for, was given; they had 
been promised a warm reception in the narrow defiles 
of Echo Cafion by Lieutenant-General Wells and his 
Mormon host, and they eagerly courted that reception. 
If General Wells were able, as he boasted, to send them 
to the right about, they would have nothing to do but 
to go. They had grown rusty from inaction, and stood 
ready to be polished, even by so rough an implement as 
General Wells. But news came that the whole affair 
had been somehow arranged—that Colonel Kane, Brig¬ 
ham Young, and Governor Cumming had fixed matters 
so that there would be no fighting—not even further 
train-burning. Yet the Mormons fled from Salt Lake 
City in anticipation of their entering it; they were 
somehow, required to encamp as far from the Mormon 
settlements as possible; and they have ever since been 
treated by the federal executive as though they had 
volunteered to come here in defiance of, rather than in 
obedience to, that executive’s own orders. 

Whether truly or falsely, this army, probably without 
an individual exception, undoubtingly believes the Mor¬ 
mons as a body to be traitors to the Union and its 
government, inflexibly intent on establishing here a 
power which shall be at first independent of, and ulti¬ 
mately dominant over, that of the United States. They 
believe that the ostentatious, defiant refusal of Brigham 
Young, in 1857, to surrender the territorial governor¬ 
ship, and his declaration that he would hold that post 
until God Almighty should tell him to give it up, were 
but the natural development of a polity which looks to 
the subjugation of all earthly kingdoms, states, empires, 
11* 
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sovereignties, to a rule nominally theocratic, but practi¬ 
cally autocratic, with Brigham Young or his designated 
successor as despot. They hold that the instinct of self- 
preservation, the spirit of that requirement of the Fede¬ 
ral Constitution which enjoins that each state shall be 
guaranteed a republican form of government, cry out 
against such a despotism, and demand its overthrow. 

The army undoubtingly and universally believes that 
Mormonism is, at least on the part of the master spirits 
of “ the church,” an organized, secret, treasonable con¬ 
spiracy to extend the power, increase the wealth, and 
gratify the lecherous appetites of those leaders, who are 
using the forms and terms of religion to mask and shield 
systematic adultery, perjury, counterfeiting, robbery, 
treason, and even murder. It points to the wholesale 
massacre at Mountain-meadows, the murder of the Par¬ 
rishes, and a hundred more such, as instances of Mor¬ 
mon assassination for the good of the church, the chas¬ 
tisement of its enemies, or the aggrandizement of its 
leading members—to the impossibility of bringing the 
perpetrators of these crimes to justice, to the territorial 
laws of Utah which empower Mormon functionaries to 
select the grand and petit jurors even for the United 
States courts, and impose qualifications which in effect 
secure the exclusion of all bnt Mormons from the jury- 
box, and to the uniform refusal of those jurors to indict 
or convict those who have committed crimes in the in¬ 
terest of Mormonism,* as proof positive that all at- 

* Judge Cradlebaugh asserts that on the list of jurors recently imposed 
on him for the investigation at, Provo of the Parrish and other murders, 
he knows there were not less than nine leading participants in those 
murders. 
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tempts to punish Mormon criminals by Mormon jurors 
and officers must ever prove abortive, and demands of 
the federal government that it shall devise and put in 
execution some remedy for this unbearable impunity to 
crime. It is uniformly believed in camp that not less 
than seventy-five distinct instances of murder by Mor¬ 
mons because of apostacy, or some other form of hos¬ 
tility to “ the church,” or mainly for the sake of plun¬ 
der, are known to the authorities here, and that there 
is no shadow of hope that one of the perpetrators will 
ever be brought to justice under the sway of Mormon 
“ popular sovereignty ” as now established in this terri¬ 
tory. The army, therefore, turns an anxious eye to 
Washington, and strains its ear to hear what remedy is 
to be applied. 

Manifestly, the recent responses from that quarter 
are not calculated to allay this anxiety. The official 
rebuke recently and publicly given to the federal judges 
here, for employing detachments of troops to arrest and 
hold securely Mormons accused of capital crime, elicits 
low mutterings of dissatisfaction from some, with a 
grave silence on the part of many whom discipline 
restrains from speaking. As the recent orders from 
Washington are understood here, no employment of 
federal troops to arrest or secure persons charged with 
or even convicted of crime is allowed, except where the 
civil power (intensely Mormon) shall have certified that 
the execution of process is resisted by a force which it 
cannot overcome by means of a civil posse. How op¬ 
posite this is to the orders given and obeyed in the 
fugitive slave cases at Boston, etc., need hardly be in¬ 
dicated. 
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Very general, then, is the inquiry in the army, Why 
■were we sent here? and why are we kept here? What 
good can our remaining do? What mischief can it 
prevent? A fettered, suspected, watched, distrusted 
army—an army which must do nothing—must not even 
be asked to do anything in any probable contingency— 
what purpose does it subserve beyond enriching con¬ 
tractors and Mormon magnates at its own cost and that 
of the federal treasury ? Every article eaten, drank, 
worn, or in any manner bought by the soldiers, costs 
three to ten times its value in the states; part of this 
extra cost falls on the treasury, the residue on the troops 
individually. Their positiou here is an irksome one; 
their comforts few; home, family, friends are far away. 
If the policy now pursued is to prevail, they cannot be 
needed in this territory. Why, then, are they kept 
here? Brigham Young will contract, and make money 
by contracting, to put down all resistance to this policy 
at one-tenth the cost of keeping the army here: why, 
then, not withdraw it ? 

I have not so bad an opinion of the Mormons as that 
entertained by the army. While I considt-. the Mor¬ 
mon religion, so called, a delusion and a blight, I believe 
many of its devoted adherents, including most of those 
I have met, to be pure-minded, well-meaning people; 
and I do not believe that Mormons generally delight in 
plunder or murder, though the testimony in the Moun¬ 
tain-meadows, Parrish, and one or two other cases, is 
certainly staggering. But I concur entirely in the con¬ 
viction of the army, that there is no use in its retention 
here under existing orders and circumstances, and that 
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three or four companies of dragoons would answer every 
purpose of this large and costly concentration of troops. 
The army would cost less almost anywhere else, and 
could not anywhere be less useful. 

A suspicion that it is kept here to answer private 
pecuniary ends is widely entertained. It is known that 
vast sums have been made out of its transportation by 
favored contractors. Take a single instance already 
quite notorious: twenty-two cents per pound is paid 
for the transportation of all provisions, munitions, etc., 
from Leavenworth to this point. The great contractors 
were allowed this for transporting this year’s supply 
of flour. By a little dexterous management at Wash¬ 
ington, they were next allowed to furnish the flour here 
—Utah flour—being paid their twenty-two cents per 
pound for transportation, in addition to the prime cost 
on the Missouri. As Utah has a better soil for growing 
wheat than almost anything else, they had no difficulty 
in sub-letting this contract at seven cents per pound 
net, making a clear profit of one hundred and seventy 
thousand dollars on the contract, without risking 
a dollar, or lifting a finger. Of course, I expect con¬ 
tractors to bargain for themselves, not for the govern¬ 
ment, but somebody is well paid for taking care of the 
public’s interest in such matters. Has he done his 
duty? 

Again, pursuant to a recent order from Washington, 
the Assistant Quartermaster-General here is now selling 
by auction some two thousand mules—about two-thirds 
of all the government owns in this territory. These 
mules cost one hundred and seventy-five dollars each, 
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and are worth to day one hundred and twenty-five to 
one hundred and fifty dollars. I attended the sale for 
an hour or so this forenoon; the range of prices was 
from sixty to one hundred and fifteen dollars; the aver¬ 
age of the seven hundred already sold about seventy- 
five dollars. Had these mules been taken to California, 
and there properly advertised and sold, they would have 
brought nearly cost; even at Leavenworth, they must 
have sold for at least one hundred thousand dollars more 
than here, where there is practically no demand and no 
competition for such an immense herd; and, after every 
Mormon, who can raise a hundred dollars or over, shall 
have supplied himself with a span of mules for half 
their value, one or two speculators will make as much as 
they please, while the dead loss to the people will be at 
least one hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Nobody 
here has recommended the sale of these mules; they 
were being herded, under the care of detachments of the 
army, at no cost but for herdsmen, and they could have 
been kept through next winter, in secluded mountain 
valleys, at a cost of about ten dollars per head; whereas 
the army can never move without purchasing an equal 
number; and they can neither be bought here nor 
brought here for two hundred thousand dollars more 
than these animals are now fetching. Somebody's in¬ 
terest is subserved by this sale ; but it is certainly not 
that of the army nor of the people. The order is to sell 
seven hundred wagon’s as well; but these would not 
bring thirty dollars each, while they cost at least one 
hundred and thirty, and could not be replaced when 
wanted even for that, while the army cannot move 
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without them, and keeping them costs absolutely noth¬ 
ing. Who issues such orders as this, and for whose 
benefit ? 

Look at another feature of this transaction. There is 
at this moment a large amount due to officers and sol¬ 
diers of this army as pay, in sums of forty to five hun¬ 
dred dollars each. Many of those to whom this money 
is due would very much like to take mules in part-pay¬ 
ment, either to use while here, to sell again, or to beai 
them and their baggage to California, or back to the 
Missouri, on the approaching expiration of their terms 
of enlistment. In many instances, two soldiers would 
doubtless club to buy a mule on which to pack their 
blankets, etc., whenever their time is out. Hundreds 
of mules would thus have been bought, and the pro¬ 
ceeds of the sale considerably augmented, if the govern¬ 
ment, by its functionaries, had consented to receive its 
own honest debts in payment. But no! on some ri¬ 
diculous pretense of ill-blood between the pay and the 
subsistence bureaux of the War department, this is 
refused—it would be too much trouble to take certifi¬ 
cates of soldiers’ pay actually due in payment for these 
mules; so the officers and soldiers must purchase of 
speculators at double price, or go without, and the 
mules be sold for far less than they would have brought, 
if those who must have them had been enabled to bid 
directly for them. Two or three speculators reap a 
harvest here at the sore cost of the soldiers and the 
treasury. 

But it will be said that forage is dear in Utah. It 
would suffice to answer that idle mules obtain, save in 
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winter, only grass glowing on the public lands, which 
may as well be eaten in part by government mules as 
all by those of the Mormon squatters. But let us see 
how it costs so much. There have recently been re¬ 
ceived here thirty thousand bushels of corn from the 
states at a net cost, including transportation, of three 
hundred and forty thousand dollars, or over eleven dol¬ 
lars per bushel. No requisition was ever made for this 
corn, which could have been bought here, delivered, 
for two dollars per bushel, or sixty thousand dollars in 
all. The dead loss to the treasury on this corn is two 
hundred and eighty thousand dollars, even supposing 
that the service required it at all. Somebody makes a 
good thing of wagoning this corn from the Missouri at 
over ten dollars a bushel. Who believes that said some¬ 
body has not influential and thrifty connections inside 
of the War department? 

I will not pursue this exposition ; Congress may. 

Let me now give a sample of retrenchment in the 
public service in this quarter: 

The mail from Slissouri to Salt Lake has hitherto 
been carried weekly in good six-mule wagons; the con¬ 
tract time being twenty-two days. The importance of 
frequent and regular communication with head-quarters, 
at least so long as a large army is retained here at a 
heavy extra cost, and because of some presumed public 
necessity is evident. Yet the new Postmaster-General 
lias cut down the mail-service on this important central 
route from weekly to semi-monthly. But the contrac¬ 
tors, who are obliged to run their stages weekly because 
of their passenger business, and because they have to 
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keep their stock and pay their men, whether they work 
or play, find that they cannot carry the mail every 
other week so cheaply as they can every week. For 
instance, a mail from the states now often consists of 
twelve to sixteen heavy sacks (most of them filled with 
franked documents), weighing as many hundred pounds. 
Double this, and no six-mule team would draw it at the 
requisite pace, and no mail-wagon stand the jerks and 
jolts of an unmade road. So they 6ay, “ please let us 
carry the mail weekly, though you only pay us for car¬ 
rying it semi-monthly.” But no! this is strictly for¬ 
bidden ! The post-master at Salt Lake has exjiress writ¬ 
ten orders to refuse it, and of course he at St. Joseph 
also. And thus all this central region, embracing, at 
least a dozen important military posts, and countless 
Indian agencies, is reduced to a semi-monthly mail-ser¬ 
vice, though the contractor would gladly make it weekly 
at the same price! 
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ROM SALT LAKE TO CARSON VALLEY. 

Placerville, Cal., July 31, 1859. 

There are two emigrant trails from Salt Lake City to 
Carson Valley and the pass thence into California— 
the older and more favored, starts north-west from the 
Mormon Zion, passes north and west of Salt Lake, 
crossing Weber and Bear Rivers near their mouths, with 
several small creeks, and gradually veering west and 
south-west so as to strike the head springs of the Hum¬ 
boldt, which stream it follows more than three hundred 
miles to its “ sink,” within a hundred miles of the east¬ 
ern Base of the Sierra Nevada. The other route leaves 
the Mormon capital in a south-westerly direction, touches 
Lake Utah on the north, passes west of that Lake 
through Provo, and thence southerly through Fillmore, 
the nominal capital of the territory, and so down by 
Soyier River and Lake nearly to the southern boundary 
of Utah, whence it stretches west, nearly upon the 
southern rim of the Great Basin, on which are the 
“Mountain-Meadows,” where a large emigrant party 
from Arkansas was so atrociously massacred in 1857. 
Thence this trail turns north-west to hit the sink of Car 
son River. (I can get no tolerable map of Utah, and 
the above may not be entirely correct, but is nearly so.) 
It will be seen that each of these routes must necessarily 
be very circuitous, and that almost, if not quite half 
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the territory lies between them. So, last year, Major 
Chorpening, the contractor for carrying the Salt Lake 
and California Mail, resolved to seek a shorter route 
midway between them, which he partially succeeded in 
establishing. This route passes Camp Floyd, forty-three 
miles south of Salt Lake City, and thence strikes west 
south-west through “ the Desert,” so called, which it 
penetrates for one hundred and fifty miles or more; 
thence turning north-west to reach and follow the origi¬ 
nal emigrant and mail-route down the Humboldt. Even 
thus, it is somewhat shorter than any other traveled route 
from Salt Lake to Carson Valley, but still very tortuous, 
and at least one hundred and fifty miles longer than it 
should be. Capt. Simpson, of the U. S. Topographical 
Corps, has recently made his way quite through the desert, 
on a route which makes the distance only five hundred 
and sixty-one miles from Camp Floyd to Carson Valley; 
whereas it is six hundred and seventy by the present 
mail-route, and further by any other. Capt. Simpson is 
now engaged in further surveys, whereby he hopes* to 
shorten the distance from Salt Lake City to Genoa, near 
the head of Carson Valley, to about five hundred and fif¬ 
ty miles; and two of Major Chorpening’s superintendents 
are now examining the new portion of this route, in¬ 
tending to recommend a transfer of the mail to it should 
they deem it practicable for wagons, and not hopelessly 
destitute of grass and water. I trust they will find it 


* These hopes have since been fully realized. The new direct central 
route is not only one hundred miles shorter, but is said to be better sup¬ 
plied with grass and water, tliau that I traveled. 
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passable; meantime, let me give some account of so 
much of it as I have traveled, as I am not aware that 
any is yet extant. 

I left Camp Floyd in the mail-wagon from Salt Lake 
City, on the morning of Thursday, July 21st, pursuing 
a south-west course over a low mountain pass. Twen¬ 
ty miles on, we found a small brook making from the 
mountains south of us across a thirsty plain* which, I 
presume, soon drank it up. The vegetation was the 
same eternal sage-bush and grease-wood, which I am 
tired of mentioning, but which, together or separately, 
cover two-thirds of all the vast region between the 
Rocky Mountains and the Sierra Nevada. In places, 
the sage-bush, for miles in extent, is dead and withering, 
seemingly parched up by the all-pervading drouth; the 
grease-wood is either hardier, or chooses its ground 
more judiciously; for it is rarely found dead by acres. 
There is some bunch-grass on the sides of two or three 
mountains, but very little of aught that can be relied 
on to sustain human or animal life. The mountains and 
plains seem to divide the ground very fairly between 
them—the soil of both being mainly a white clay; 
while the former have that creased, gullied, washed- 
away appearance, which I have repeatedly noticed. 
Sometimes they are nearly perpendicular on one or 
more sides, like the Buttes further east; but usually 
they can be ascended on any side, and seem to rise 
but one to three thousand feet above the plains at 
their bases. These plains appear from a distance to be 
level as so many tables; but, on attempting to cross 
them in a wagon, you find them creased and scored by 
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innumerable water-courses, now dry, but showing that, 
in the wet season, water is most abundant here. In 
most instances, a gradual slope of a mile or two inter¬ 
venes between the foot of a mountain and the adjacent 
plain or valley; this slope is apt to be intensely dry, 
sterile, and covered with dead or dying sage-bush. I 
judge these slopes to be composed of the rocky, gravel¬ 
ly material of the mountains, from which the lighter 
clay has been washed out and carried off. They often 
seem to be composed almost wholly of small bits of 
rock. The valleys or plains are from five to fifteen 
miles across, though they seem, in the clear, dry atmos¬ 
phere of Utah, not half so much. These plains have 
an imperceptible slope to some point near their respect¬ 
ive centers, where a -wider water-course runs toward 
some adjacent valley; in some cases, a marsh or naked 
space near the center indicates that the surplus water 
from the surrounding mountains forms here in winter 
and spring a petty, shallow lake, which the hot suns 
soon evaporate or the thirsty soil absorbs. The moun¬ 
tains are thinly belted or dotted with low, scrubby ce¬ 
dar, seldom ten feet high, and often nearly as far across 
the green top formed hy three or four stalks or stems 
starting from a common root. The mountains seem to 
have no particular, or rather no general direction; some 
of the valleys being nearly or quite surrounded by 
them. Even in the wettest seasons, I cannot perceive 
that this region sends off any surplus water to Salt Lake 
or any other general reservoir. Such is the face of the 
country for some two hundred miles directly south-west 
of Camp Floyd. 
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We found a stat ion, a change of horses, and something 
that was called dinner, on the little stream I have al¬ 
ready mentioned, and halted here, twenty miles or more 
from Camp Floyd. In the afternoon, we came on, over 
a higher, rockier mountain-pass and a far rougher road, 
to the next station — Simpson’s Spring, nearly fifty 
miles from Camp Floyd—where we halted for the night. 
I fear the hot suns of August will dry up this spring; 
while there is no other fit to drink for a weary distance 
south and west of this point. 

The station-keeper here gave me an incident which 
illustrates the character of the country. Some few days 
previously to our arrival, he ascertained that his oxen, 
eight in number, had gone off, two or three nights be¬ 
fore, taking a southerly course ; so he mounted a horse 
and followed their trail. He rode upon it one hundred 
miles without reaching water pr overtaking the cattle, 
which had lain down but once since they started, and 
were still a day’s journey ahead of him. If he continued 
the pursuit his horse must die of thirst, and then he too 
must perish ; so he turned about and left his oxen to die 
in the desert or be found and eaten by savages. There was 
not a s hadow of hope that he would ever see them again. 

We had to drive the same team (mules of course) all 
next day, making fifty miles; but we stopped to rest 
and feed them at a sub-station, only twenty miles from 
our starting-point. It was about the forlornest spot I 
ever saw. Though at the foot of a low mountain, there 
was no water near it; that which was given our mules 
had been carted in a barrel from Simpson’s Spring, 
aforesaid, and so must be for most of each year. An 
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attempt to sink a well at this point had thus far proved 
a failure. The station-keeper here lives entirely alone 
—that is, when the Indians will let him—seeing a friend¬ 
ly face but twice a week, when the mail-stage passes 
one way or the other. He deeply regretted his lack of 
books and newspapers; we could only give him one of 
the latter. Why do not men who contract to run mails 
through such desolate regions comprehend that their 
own interest, if no nobler consideration, should impel 
them to supply their stations with good reading matter ! 
I am quite sure that one hundred dollars spent by Major 
Chorpening in supplying two or three good journals to 
each station on his route, and in providing for their 
interchange from station to station, would save him 
more than one thousand dollars in keeping good men in 
his service, and hi imbuing them with contentment and 
gratitude. So with other mail-routes through regions 
like this. 

We drove on that day thirty miles further, to Fish 
Springs station, just before reaching which we passed 
one of the salt wells which are characteristic of this 
country, though not absolutely peculiar to it. This one 
is about six or eight feet in diameter, and perhaps an 
equal distance from the surface of the surrounding 
earth to that of the water, which has a whitish green 
aspect, is intensely salt, and said to be unfathomable, 
with a downward suction which a man could hardly or 
not at all resist. I had no desire to try, badly as I 
needed ablution. 

Fisli Springs form quite a large pool at the north end 
of a low mountain range, and send off a copious stream 
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to be drank up in the course of three or four miles by 
the thirsty clay of the plain. The water is brackish, 
and I think sulphurous, as that of a spring in the adja¬ 
cent marsh near the station clearly is. There are many 
fish in the pool and stream, and they are said to be. 
good. I should have liked to verify the assertion; and 
if they bite a hundredth part so freely as the musketoes 
do hereabout, it were an easy matter to afford the stage 
passengers here a change from their usual rations of 
pork, bread and coffee; which, when the flour, or the 
pork, or the coffee, happens to be out, as it sometimes 
is, renders the diet unsatisfactory, even to those who 
would seem to have been seasoned to the like by a pas¬ 
sage across the plains and the Rocky Mountains. Fish 
Springs are just fifty miles from living water on either 
side, and the stages have to run at lefist ten miles out 
of their course to strike them. There is some coarse 
grass here. 

July 23 d .—We traveled this forenoon over a plain 
nearly surrounded by mountains. Said plain is very 
level to the eye, but the rapid traveler’s sense of feeling 
contradicts this, for he finds it full of dry-water-courses, 
which give him most uncomfortable jolts. Before noon, 
we came to the spot, where the stage-mules are turned 
out to feed and rest, by the side of a sink or depression 
in the plain, which is covered with coarse grass and reeds 
or bulrushes. By digging in the side of this sink, 
water has been easily obtained, but so sulphurous, and 
generally bad, as to be barely drinkable. Even the 
mules, I noticed, practice great moderation in the use 
of it. At one, we harnessed up, and were soon rising 
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over a long mountain-pass, hardly less than ten miles 
from the level plain to its summit, where a light thun¬ 
der-shower—that is, a light rain with heavy thunder— 
overtook us. We drove rapidly down its western de¬ 
clivity, and, a little after 5, p. m., reached our next sta¬ 
tion in “ Pleasant Valley,” a broad ravine, which des¬ 
cends to the south-west. Here we found water—bright, 
sweet, pure, sparkling, leaping water—the first water 
fit to drink that we had reached in a hundred miles ; if 
Simpson’s Spring ever dries up, the distance will then 
be at least a hundred and twenty. We were now across 
what is here technically known as “the desert”—that 
is to say, we had crossed the north-east corner of it. I 
believe it extends at least two hundred miles south from 
this point, and is at least as far from east to west across 
its center. If Uncle Sam should ever sell that tract for 
one cent per acre, he will swindle the purchaser out¬ 
rageously. 

Let me endeavor, on quitting it, to give a clear idea 
of this desert, and thus of about half the land inclosed 
between the Rocky Mountains and the Sierra Nevada— 
the other half being mainly covered by mountains and 
the narrow ravines or canons which separate them. 

The plains or valleys of Utah, then, have generally 
a soil of white clay, sometimes rocky, at others streaked 
by sand or gravel; but. usually pure clay, save as it is 
impregnated with some alkaline substance—usually 
salceratus; but in places niter, in others, salt or sulphur. 
Sometimes, but rarely, considerable areas of this alkali 
in a nearly pure state are exposed on the surface; in 
many places, it covers the beds of shallow, dried-up 
12 
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lakes, and even streams, with a whitish incrustation; 
but it is more generally diffused through the soil, and 
thus impregnates the springs and streams. Irrigating 
a piece of ground, strongly imbued with alkali, will 
often bring an incrustation of it to the surface, after 
which no trouble from it is experienced in that place. 
I think the greater proportion of these plains ar valleys 
—which could easily be cleared of their grease-wood 
and sage-bush and plowed—would produce large crops 
of wheat, and of almost anything else, if they could be 
irrigated. But that can never be, unless by Artesian 
wells. But little rain falls in summer, and that little is 
speedily evaporated from the hot earth, leaving the clay 
as thirsty as ever. I fear it is mainly doomed to per¬ 
petual barrenness. 

The mountains which divide these plains exude very 
little water. Wherever a range is single—that is, with 
a broad valley each side of it—it is apt to be not more 
than one to three thousand feet high, and so to be early 
denuded of snow; its springs are few and generally 
feeble, and their waters are often dried up before trick¬ 
ling half way down the sides of the mountain which 
gave them birth. If a spring is so copious, or so many 
are speedily combined, a’s to form a considerable stream, 
they may reach the plain; but only to be speedily 
drank up by its scorched surface. Cultivation, there¬ 
fore, save in a very few narrow spots, seems here im¬ 
possible. 

But wherever a chaos or jumble of mountains is pre¬ 
sented—still more, where mountains rise behind moun 
tains, range behind range, rank above rank, till the 
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summits of the furthest that may be seen are flecked 
with snow—there the case is altered. Springs are there 
more abundant and more copious; the gradual melting 
of the snows swells the rivulets formed by the speedy 
meeting of their waters ; and thus considerable brooks 
are formed and poured down upon the subjacent plains, 
as we observe in and around Salt Lake City, and north 
and west of Lake Utah. Thus are formed Bear and 
Weber Rivers; such, I believe, is the origin of the 
Humboldt. But such instances are far too rare in Utah. 
From the Jordan to the Humboldt is about three hun¬ 
dred and fifty miles by the route I traveled, and in all 
that distance the brooks and rills I crossed or saw, could 
they be collected into one channel, would barely form a 
decent mill-stream. I thence traveled down the south 
side of the Humboldt for two hundred and twenty-five 
miles, and in all that distance not more than two tribu¬ 
taries come in on that side, and their united currents 
would barely suffice to turn a grindstone. This desola¬ 
tion seems therefore irredeemable. 

The mountains of central Utah are less hopeless than 
the Plains. Contrary to my former impression, they 
are fairly wooded; by which I mean that wood is pro¬ 
curable on them at almost any point. This wood is for 
the most part cedar, six to ten feet high, and from a foot 
downward in diameter near the ground. White pines 
of like size, and of equally scrubby character, are quite 
common in the western part of the mountains I trav¬ 
ersed, and there is some balsam-fir in the deeper canons, 
which attains a diameter of fifteen to twenty inches, 
and a height of forty to sixty feet. Of this fir, several 
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of the mail-station cabins are constructed; in Ruby 
Valley, they have one of red or Indian-pine; but they 
are quite commonly built of stones and mud. One on 
the Humboldt is built of dwarf-willow canes or wattles 
—not one any where of cedar nor of the dwarfed white- 
pine of this region. Neither could he made to answer. 

But I must hurry on. At Pleasant Valley, we turned 
north-west up a broad ravine, and thenceforth held that 
general course to reach the Humboldt, instead of still 
making west south-west directly toward Carson Valley, 
as it is proposed hereafter to do if that be found practi¬ 
cable. For the next one hundred and forty miles or 
thereabouts, our trail led us mainly up one side of a 
mountain range and down the other, thence across a 
valley of some ten miles in width to the foot of another 
chain, and so on. As the train naturally runs up the 
deepest cations and over the lowest passes, the ascent 
and descent are rarely abrupt for any considerable dis¬ 
tance, and we seldom lacked water; but our route was 
the most devious imaginable—veering from north-east 
on one hand to south on the other. Sometimes, two or 
three hundred square miles were visible at a glance— 
the mountain-sides half covered with cedar and pine, 
with some dwarf-willows and rose-bushes often fringing 
their slender rivulets; but not a tree other than ever¬ 
green in sight. There is a large, pine-leaved shrub or 
small tree which a driver termed a mountain-mahogany 
and a passenger called a red haw, growing sparingly 
among the evergreens on some mountain slopes, which 
seems about half way between a thorn-bush and an un¬ 
trimmed apple-tree, but nothing else deciduous above 
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the size of the dwarf-willow. Even the sage-bush and 
grease-wood appear to be evergreens. Grass is here not 
abundant but unfailing, as it must be where water is 
perennial and wood in fair supply. The plains or val¬ 
leys remain as further east, save that they are smaller, 
and, because of the less scanty supply of water, more 
susceptible of improvement. At Shell Creek, forty-five 
miles from Pleasant Yalley, where we spent our next 
night, there is a little garden—the first I had seen since 
Camp Floyd—and at Ruby Yalley, fifty miles or so fur¬ 
ther on, the government has a farm in crop, intended 
for the benefit, and partly cultivated by the labor of the 
neighboring Indians. The mail-station also has its gar¬ 
den, and is cutting an abundance of hay. From this 
station, it is expected that the new cut-off, saving one 
hundred miles or more in distance to Carson Yalley, 
will be made, so soon as those now scrutinizing it shall 
have pronounced it practicable. 

At Ruby, the stage usually stops for the night; but 
we had been six days making rather less than three 
hundred miles, and began to grow impatient. The 
driver had his own reasons for pushing on, and did so, 
over a road partly mountainous, rough and sideling; 
but, starting at eight p. h., we had reached the next 
(Pine Yalley) station, forty miles distant, before sun¬ 
rise. Here we were detained three or four hours for 
mules—those we should have taken being astray—but 
at nine we started with a new driver, and were soon en¬ 
tangled in a pole-bridge over a deep, miry stream—a 
drove of a thousand head of cattle (the first ever driven 
over this road) having recently passed, and torn the frail 
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bridge to pieces. Our lead-mules went down in a pile, 
but were got up and out and the wagon ran over, after 
a delay of an hour. We soon rose from Pine Yalley 
by a long, irregular, generally moderate ascent, to a 
mountain divide, from which our trail took abruptly 
down the wildest and worst canon I ever saw traversed 
by a carriage. It is in places barely wide enough at 
bottom for a wagon, and if two should meet here it is 
scarcely possible that they should pass. The length of 
this canon is a mile and a half; the descent hardly less 
than two thousand feet; the side of the road next to the 
water-course often far lower than the other ; the road¬ 
bed is often made of sharp-edged fragments of broken 
rock, hard enough to stand on, harder still to hold back 
on. The heat in this canon on a summer afternoon is 
intense, the sun being able to enter it while the wind is 
not. Two or three glorious springs afford partial conso¬ 
lation to the weary, thirsty traveler. I am confident no 
passenger ever rode down this rocky ladder; I trust 
that none will until a better road is made here ; though 
a good road in such a gulch is scarcely possible. Fifteen 
miles further, across a plain and a lower range of hills, 
brought our mail-wagon at last, about seven p. m. of its 
seventh day from Salt Lake City, to 

THE HUMBOLDT. 

I am not going to describe the route down this river, 
as it is the old emigrant-trail, repeatedly written about 
already. I only wish to record my opinion, that the 
Humboldt, all things considered, is the meanest river 
of its length on earth. Rising in the Humboldt Moun- 
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tains, hardly one hundred and fifty miles west of Salt 
Lake, it is at first a pure stream—or rather streams, for 
there are two main branches—but is soon corrupted by 
its alkaline surroundings, and its water, for at least the 
lower half of its course, is about the most detestable I 
ever tasted. 1 mainly chose to suffer thirst rather than 
drink it Though three hundred and fifty miles in 
length, it is never more than a decent mill-stream; I 
presume it is the only river of equal length that never 
had even a canoe launched upon its bosom. Its narrow 
bottom, or intervale, produces grass; but so coarse in 
structure, and so alkaline by impregnation, that no sen¬ 
sible man would, let his 6tock eat it, if there were any 
alternative. Here, however, there is none. Cattle must 
eat this, or die—many of them eat it, and die. One of 
the most intelligent emigrants I conversed with on its 
banks informed me that he had all the grass for his 
stock mowed, as he had found by experience that his 
cattle, if grazed upon it, pulled up much of their grass 
by the roots, and these roots were far more alkaline 
than the stalks. I believe no tree of any size grows on 
this forlorn river from its forks to its mouth—I am sure 
I saw none while traversing the lower half of its course. 
Half a dozen specimens of a large, worthless shrub, 
known as buffalo-bush or bull-berry, with a prevalent 
fringe of willows about the proper size for a school- 
ma’am’^ use, comprise the entire timber of this delecta¬ 
ble stream, whose gad-flies, musketoes, gnats, etc., are 
so countless and so blood-thirsty as. to allow cattle so 
unhappy as to be stationed on, or driven along this 
river, no chance to eat or sleep. Many have died this 
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season of the bad water, that would have survived the 
water, but for these execrable insects, by which the 
atmosphere, at times, is darkened. It certainly is not 
a pleasure to ride, night and day, along such a stream, 
with the heat intense, the dust a constant cloud, and 
the roads all gullied, and ground’ into chuck-holes; but 
then, who would stay in such a region one moment 
longer than he must ? 

I thought I had seen barrenness before—on the upper 
course of the Republican—on the North Platte, Green 
River, etc.—but I was green, if the regions washed by 
by those streams were not. Here, on the Humboldt, 
famine sits enthroned, and waves his scepter over a 
dominion expressly made for him. On the above- 
named rivers, I regarded cotton wood with contempt;, 
here, a belt, even the narrowest fringe, of cotton-wood 
would make a comparative Eden. The sage-bush and 
grease-wood, which cover the high, parched plain on 
either side of the river’s bottom, seems thinly set, with 
broad spaces of naked, shining, glaring, blinding clay 
between them ; the hills beyond, which bound the pros¬ 
pect, seem even more naked. Not a tree, and hardly 
a shrub, anywhere relieves their sterility; not a brook, 
save one small one, runs down between them to swell 
the scanty waters of the river. As the only consider¬ 
able stream in the Great Basin that pursues a general 
east and west direction, the Humboldt may continue 
for years to be traveled; but I am sure no one ever left 
it without a sense of relief and thankfulness. There 
can never be any considerable settlement here. 

After a course, at first west by south, then north by 
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west, afterward soutli-west, and for the last fifty miles 
due south, the river falls into Lake Humboldt, a fine 
sheet of clear water, perhaps fifteen miles in length and 
forty in circumference. I tried to obtain an approxi¬ 
mation to its depth, hut could not; those who have 
staid beside it longest assuring me that no boat had 
ever floated upon its waters—a statement which the 
destitution of wood in all this region renders credible. 
I am satisfied, however, that this lake is being slowly 
filled up from the gradual washing down, and washing 
in, of the hills which approach it on the east and south, 
and that time will make great changes in its configura¬ 
tion and the volume of its waters. 

A stream, not so copious as the river, runs from the 
lake on the south, and flows with a gentle, sluggish 
current into a large tule or reed-marsh, which has no 
outlet, and is said to be but moderately salt. The lake 
water is accounted sweeter than that of the river. 
Here the Humboldt is said to sink, like the Carson, 
Truckee and Walker, which issue from the Sierra Neva¬ 
da, and run eastwardly into the adjacent desert; but I 
suspect they are all drank up by evaporation and by 
the thirsty sands which surround them. The Missis¬ 
sippi, if it ran across the Great Basin and kept clear of 
mountains, would be threatened by a similar fate. 

We reached the Sink at 6^ p. m. on Thursday, the 
29th—scarcely two days from Gravelly Ford, where 
we struck the river, having in those two days traversed 
some two hundred and twenty miles of very bad and 
intensely hot, dusty road. At eight, we were ready to 
pass “ the Desert ”—that is, the desolate plain which 
12* 
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separates tlie Sink of the Humboldt from that of the 
Carson. But one of our fresh mules was sick and could 
not he replaced, which made our first drive a tedious 
one, and we contrived, by dexterous mismanagement, 
to get stuck in a bayou or back-set of the Humboldt 
Sink, where we for a while seemed likely to spend the 
night. Our lead-mules, having been mired and thrown 
down, would not pull; the sick wheeler could not. At 
length, by putting one of the leaders in his place, we 
made a start, and come through, finding the bottom 
firm and the water not deep, a yard either way from 
the place of our misadventure. By a little past mid¬ 
night, we were at the half-way station, where a well of 
decent brackish water has been dug, and which a drove 
of four or five hundred mules reached about the time 
we did. They stopped here to rest, however, while we 
pushed on with a fresh team—for ten miles of the way, 
over as heavy a drag of sand as I ever endured, where¬ 
as most of this desert is a hard, alkaline clay. By five 
a. m., after riding four days and the intervening nights 
without rest, we drew up at the station near the sink of 
the Carson. 
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CARSON VALLEY-THE SIERRA NEVADA. 

Placerville, Cal., Aug. 1, 1859. 

Though the Carson sinks in or is absorbed by the 
same desert with the Humboldt, a glance at its worst 
estate suffices to convince the traveler, that the former 
waters by far the more hopeful region. Large cotton¬ 
woods dot its banks very near its sink ; and its valley, 
wherever moist, is easily rendered productive. You feel 
that you are once more in a land where the arm of in¬ 
dustry need not be paralyzed by sterility, obstruction, 
and despair. 

Still, the prevalence of drouth is here a fearful fact. 
Ho rain in summer—that is, none that can be calculated 
on, none that amounts to anything—might well appall 
the cultivator accustomed to warm, refreshing showers 
throughout the growing season. We crossed, on our 
rapid ride up the Carson, a single high plain twenty-six 
miles long and from six to twelve wide, which drouth 
alone dooms to sage-bush, sterility, and worthlessness. 
Two or three other plains or high intervales further up 
are nearly as scorched and barren. All these may be 
rendered most productive by irrigation, and here is the 
water at hand. If the new gold mines in this valley 
shall ultimately justify their present promise, a very 
large demand for vegetable food will speedily spring up 
here, which can only be satisfied by domestic produc- 
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tion. Tlie vast deserts eastward cannot meet it; the 
arable region about Salt Lake is at once too restricted 
and too distant; inland California iS a dear country, 
and the transportation of bulky staples over the Sierra a 
costly operation. The time will ultimately come—it 
may or may not be in our day—when two or three great 
dams over the Carson will render the irrigation of these 
broad, arid plains on its banks perfectly feasible; and 
then this will be one of the most productive regions on 
earth. The vegetable food of one million people can 
easily be grown here, while their cattle may be reared 
and fed in the mountain-vales north and south of this 
valley. And when the best works shall have been con¬ 
structed, and - all the lights of science and experience 
brought to bear on the subject, it will be found that 
nearly everything that contributes to human or brute 
sustenance can be grown actually cheaper by the aid 
of irrigation than without it. As yet, we know little 
or nothing of the application of water to land and crops, 
and our ignorance causes deplorable waste and blunder¬ 
ing. Every year henceforth will make us wiser on this 
head. 

Twenty miles or so below Genoa, we passed “ John- 
town ” a Chinese settlement, whose people find employ¬ 
ment in the recently discovered gold mines. These 
mines are some eight miles northward of “ Gold Canon,” 
and are reported immensely rich. Silver and copper 
are blended with gold in the same vein-stone. A few 
are making money very fast here; but these few control 
all the available water, and it seems impossible to intro¬ 
duce more. If a supply can be obtained at all, it must 
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be at enormous cost. I have vaguely heard of a patent, 
ed process or processes for separating gold from other 
minerals or earths without the use of water; if there 
be any such process which is not a humbug, I urge the 
owner of the patent to haste to Carson Yalley and 
there make his fortune. I assure him of an enthusiastic 
welcome. 

“ Carson City,” just above Johntown, though it has 
few houses as yet, aspires to be the emporium of the 
new gold region, and perhaps of the embryo State of 
Nevada; but Genoa, ten or fifteen miles further up, is 
the present emporium, though a village of but forty or 
fifty houses. Here a convention had been in session for 
a fortnight, and had completed a constitution for the 
aforesaid embryo state of Nevada only the night before 
our arrival. We met some of the delegates bound 
homeward. Said state is to comprise the western half 
(very nearly) of Utah, with (I believe) a small strip of 
eastern California. California may object to this; but 
I trust Congress will organize at least the Territory of 
Nevada at an early day. It is an established fact that 
a division of power between Mormons and Gentiles 
seldom works harmoniously; but in Utah there is no 
division—the Mormons have all. The people of Carson 
Yalley, and of western Utah generally, are not Mor. 
mons; the legislation of Utah is unsuited and unaccep¬ 
table to them; they desire to be set off, and I trust they 
soon may be. Though few in numbers as yet, they are 
rapidly increasing, and will soon possess all the elements 
of a state. 

I had previously seen some beautiful valleys, but I 
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place none of these ahead of Carson. I judge that por¬ 
tion of it already in good part under cultivation, about 
thirty miles long by ten to fifteen wide—an area des¬ 
tined to be largely increased, as I have already indi¬ 
cated. This valley, originally a grand meadow, the 
home of the deer and the antelope, is nearly inclosed 
by high mountains, down which, especially from the 
north and west, come innumerable rivulets, leaping and 
dancing on their way to form or join the Carson. Easily 
arrested and controlled, because of the extreme shallow¬ 
ness of their beds, these streams have been made to irri¬ 
gate a large portion of the upper valley, producing an 
abundance of the sweetest grass, and insuring bounteous 
harvests also of vegetables, barley, oats, etc. "Wheat 
seems to do fairly here; corn not so well; in fact, the 
nights are too cold for it, if the water were not. For 
this spring-water, leaping suddenly down from its moun¬ 
tain-sources, is too cold, too pure, to be well adapted to 
irrigation; could it be held back even a week, and 
exposed in shallow ponds or basins to the hot sunshine, 
it would be vastly more useful. When the whole river 
shall have been made available, twenty to forty miles 
below, it will prove far more nutritious and fertilizing. 

Genoa stands on the narrow bench or slope of hard 
granitic gravel, which intervenes betwixt the mountains 
and the valley, with half a dozen rivulets running 
through it, to fructify the fields and gardens below. Just 
behind it is the steep ascent of the mountain, its very soil 
formed of white, pulverized granite, gloriously covered 
with fragrant and graceful pines. As these steep ac¬ 
clivities are absolutely worthless for any other end than 
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tree-growing, I entreat the people of Genoa to take care 
of these woods, and not let their place be shorn of half 
its beauty, merely to save a mile or so in the hauling 
of fuel. I may never see this lovely valley again—it is 
hardly probable that I ever shall—but its beauty, its 
seclusion, its quiet, the brightness of its abundant riv¬ 
ulets, the grandeur of its inclosing mountains, the grace 
and emerald verdure of their vesture of pines, have 
graven themselves on my memory with a vividness 
and force which only he who has passed weary weeks on 
some great, shadeless, verdureless desert can fully realize. 

We stopped but to dine in Genoa, then economized 
the residue of the daylight by pressing on fifteen miles 
to the point at which the California road enters the 
mountains by the side of the largest of the brooks which 
unite to form the Carson. Here we halted at a fair 
two-story house, the first one I had entered with the 
hope of resting in it since I left Salt Lake City. We 
had beds'here—actual beds, and good ones—our first 
since Camp Floyd. Though our night was not a long 
one, for we were to start again by 4, a. m., I reckon 
good use was made of it by the four through.passengers 
who had not lain down before since they left Shell 
Creek, five days ago, and nearly five hundred miles 
away. My own slumber was partial and broken, as it 
generally is; but the bath which preceded and pre¬ 
pared for it was a genuine refreshment, and the sleep 
seemed quite sufficient. In fact, I felt that I could 
have gone without for another week, and experienced 
less discomfort than I did the first night that we rode, 
and the day after. 
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"We were in motion again at the earliest dawn, for 
we had still about seventy-five miles of rugged moun¬ 
tain road to traverse before reaching this place. The 
Carson side of the road is not yet half made, while the 
half next to this place is in the main good. But in 
fact, the expense of a good highway up the eastern 
slope of the Sierra must be a heavy one. For that 
slope is here composed of granite—simple, naked rock 
—with scarcely a fraction of its surface thinly covered 
by soil. Of course, no trees but evergreens can live— 
a very few small quaking-asps in the bottoms of the 
ravines scarcely form an exception—while almost every 
rood is covered by giant, glorious pines. I saw sugar 
and yellow-pines at least eight feet in diameter and tall 
in proportion ; I am assured that one was recently cut 
near this road which measured eight feet across at a 
height of eighty feet from the ground, and from which 
two hundred and forty thousand shingles were made. 
Beside these universal pines, there are giant cedars, 
balsam-firs, and some red-wood ; after we cross the sum¬ 
mit, we found also oaks, which gradually increased in 
size and number as we descended. I think I saw oaks 
(the prevalent California species is much like our white- 
oak) at least four feet through—in short, I never saw 
anything like so much nor So good timber in the course 
of any seventy-five miles’ travel as I saw in crossing 
the Sierra Nevada. How greatly blest California is in 
this abundance, I need not say. 

The road over this pass—here claimed to be the low¬ 
est and most practicable of any over the Sierra Nevada 
—rises steadily for twelve or thirteen miles from onr 
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morning’s starting-point, then descends for two or three 
miles as abruptly to the valley of a brook which runs 
north into lake Bigler, which in turn finds an outlet into 
Truckee River, whereby its waters are borne eastward 
into the desert and there dissipated. There is fine grass 
on Lake Bigler, and several hundred cows are kept there 
in summer, making butter for the California market. 
"When snow falls, these cattle are driven down to the 
valley of the Sacramento, where the rains are now com¬ 
mencing, and they here live without hay till June, when 
they are taken back to the mountains again, where only 
is butter made from them. The business is very lucra¬ 
tive, the land costing nothing and being unfenced. Ta¬ 
king into account gold, timber, and grass, the Sierra 
Nevada is probably the richest and most productive 
mountain-chain on earth. 

From the valley aforesaid, we rose again for two 
miles, along a narrow road cut into the side of a moun¬ 
tain, with a precipitous declivity on the right. Then 
we began to descend once more, beside a rivulet which 
leaped and laughed on its way to the Pacific. The 
ascent from the Carson side is far shorter than the 
descent this way, Carson Valley being much higher 
than that of the Sacramento. But the road, even on 
this side, is, for most of the way, eaten into the side of 
a steep mountain, with a precipice of from five to fifteen 
hundred feet on one side and as steep an eminence on 
the other. Yet along this mere shelf, with hardly a 
place to each mile where two meeting wagons can pass, 
the mail-stage was driven at. the rate of ten miles an 
hour (in one instance eleven), or just as fast as four wild 
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California horses, whom two men could scarcely harness, 
could draw it. Our driver was of course skillful; hut 
had he met a wagon suddenly on rounding one of the 
sharp points or projections we were constantly passing, 
a fearful crash was unavoidable. Had his horses seen 
fit to run away (as they did run once, on the unhooking 
of a trace, but at a place where he had room to rein 
them out of the road on the upper side, and thus stop 
them) I know that he could not have held them, and we 
might have been pitched headlong down a precipice of 
a thousand feet, where all of the concern that could 
have been picked up afterward would not have been 
worth two bits per bushel. Yet at this break-neck rate 
we were driven for not less than four hours or forty 
miles, changing horses every ten or fifteen, and raising 
a cloud of dust through which it was difficult at times 
to see any tiling. We crossed the south fork of the 
American River, eighteen miles above this point, rising 
two or three miles immediately after to the summit of 
the ridge south, and thenceforward the road, nearly to 
this city, descends steadily a beautifully inclined ridge, 
and, but for the dust, would be one of the finest drives 
on earth. And right glad was I to find myself once 
more among friends, surrounded by the comforts of civili¬ 
zation, and with a prospect of occasional rest. I cannot 
conscientiously recommend the route I have traveled 
to summer tourists in quest of pleasure, but it is a balm 
for many bruises to know that I am at last in Cali¬ 


fornia. 





XXYII. 


CALIFORNIA MINE& AND MINING. 

Sacramento, Aug. 1, 1859. 

I have spent the last week mainly among the mines 
and miners of El Dorado, Placer, and Nevada counties, 
in the heart of the gold-producing region. There may 
be richer “ diggings ” north or south; but I believe no 
other three counties lying together have yielded in the 
aggregate, or are now' producing, so much gold as those 
I have named. Of course, I have not been within sight 
of more than a fraction of the mines or placers of these 
counties, while I have not carefully studied even one 
of them ; and yet the little information I have been able 
to glean, in the intervals of traveling, friendly greeting, 
and occasional speech-making, may have some value 
for those whose ignorance on the subject is yet more 
dense than mine. 

The three counties I have named lie near the center 
of the state, at the base of the Sierra Nevada, between 
those mountains on the east and the valley of the Sa¬ 
cramento on the west. They are rugged in formation, 
being composed of innumerable hills (mainly spurs of 
the great chain), separated by narrow valleys, usually 
descending to the west, and gradually opening out into 
the broad, rich valley of the Sacramento. The three 
branches or “ forks ” of the American and those of the 
Yuba Diver come brawling down from the Sierra Ne- 
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vada through very deep, narrow valleys or canons, and 
unite respectively to run a very short course less rapidly 
ere they are lost in the Sacramento—the Yuba having 
previously formed a junction with the Feather. “ Bear 
liiver,” “Wolf Creek,” “Deer Creek,” etc., are the 
names of still smaller streams, taking their rise among 
the foot-hills, and running a short course into some fork 
of the American or Yuba, their scanty waters, with a 
good portion of those of the rivers aforesaid, being 
mainly drawn off into canals or “ ditches,” as they are 
inaccurately termed, by which the needful fluid is sup¬ 
plied to the miners. 


THE CANALS. 

These canals are a striking characteristic of the en¬ 
tire mining region. As you traverse a wild and broken 
district, perhaps miles from any human habitation or 
sign of present husbandry, they intersect your dusty, 
indifferent road, or are carried in flumes supported by 
a frame-work of timber twenty to sixty feet over your 
head. Some of these flumes or open aqueducts are 
carried across valleys each a mile or more in width; I 
have seen two of them thus crossing side by side. The 
canals range from ten to sixty or eighty miles in length, 
and are filled by damming the streams wherefrom they 
are severally fed, and taking out their water in a wide 
trench, which runs along the side of one bank, gradual¬ 
ly gaining comparative altitude as the stream by its 
side falls lower and lower in its canon, until it is at 
length on the crest of the headland or mountain pro¬ 
montory which projects into the plain, and may be con- 
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ducted down either side of it in any direction deemed 
desirable. Several of these canals have cost nearly or 
quite half a million dollars each, having been enlarged 
and improved from year to year, as circumstances dic¬ 
tated and means could be obtained. One of them, 
originally constructed in defiance of sanguine prophe¬ 
cies of failure, returned to its owners the entire cost of 
its construction within three months from the date of 
its completion. Then it was found necessary to enlarge 
and every way improve it, and every dollar of its net 
earnings for the next four years was devoted to its per¬ 
fection. In some instances, the projectors exhausted 
their own means and then resorted to borrowing on 
mortgage at California rates of interest; I learn without 
surprise that nearly or quite every such experiment re¬ 
sulted in absolute bankruptcy and a change of owners. 
Of late, the solvent and prosperous companies have 
turned their attention to damming the outlets of the 
little lakes wdiich fill the hollows of the Sierra, in order 
to hold back the superabundant waters of the spring 
months for use in summer and autumn. This course is 
doubly beneficent, in that it diminishes the danger from 
floods to which this city is specially subject, but which 
is also serious in all the valleys or canons of the mining 
region wherein there is anything that water can injure. 
I judge that the cost and present cash value of these 
mining canals throughout California must be many mil¬ 
lions of dollars, paying in the average a fair income, 
while their supply of water is at this season, and from 
July to November, utterly inadequate. "Water is sold 
by them by the cubic inch—a stream four inches deep 
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and six wide, for instance, being twenty-four inches, for 
which, at fifty cents per inch, twelve dollars per day 
must be paid by the taker. A head of six inches—that 
is, six inches’ depth of water in the flume above the top 
of the aperture through which the water escapes into 
the miners’ private ditch or flume—is usually allowed. 
The price per day ranges from twenty cents to a dollar 
per inch, though I think it now seldom reaches the 
higher figure, which was once common. Were the sup¬ 
ply twice as copious as it is, I presume it would all be 
required; if the price were somewhat lowered by the 
increase, I am sure it would be. Many works are now 
standing idle solely for want of water. 

THE MINES. 

Go where you will, in the mining region, yon are 
seldom a mile distant from past or present “diggings.” 
Speaking generally, every ravine, gully, or water-course 
has been prospected; each has, at some point, been dug 
open to the “bed-rock,” and the overlaying earth or 
gravel run through a “ rocker,” “ tom,” or “ sluice,” in 
the hope of making it yield the shining dust. Many 
of these water-courses have been deeply and widely 
dug up for miles in extent. If any are left entirely un¬ 
disturbed, the presumption is strong that the subjacent 
rock is so near the surface, that gold has had no chance 
to deposit itself thereon. In some instances, basins or 
depressions in the rock have been gradually filled up 
with earth—probably auriferous—through thousands of 
years, and the gold which might otherwise have been 
strown down the valley for miles is here collected, so 
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that it would be sheer waste to mine throughout those 
miles. But the more general opinion seems to be, that 
gold is diffused throughout the soil of the entire mining 
region, especially upon, and just above the surface of, 
the bed-rock, though only in certain localities is it suf¬ 
ficiently abundant to justify efforts to extract it. I find 
no one seeming to cherish any apprehensions that Cali¬ 
fornia will cease to produce gold abundantly, at least 
within the next quarter of a century. On the contrary, 
the current belief seems to be, that the influx of popu¬ 
lation will in time so reduce the wages of labor, or the 
progress of invention and discovery so increase its effi¬ 
ciency, that extensive districts will ultimately be mined 
with profit, which are now necessarily avoided. If the 
amount of available water were doubled, with a consid¬ 
erable reduction of price, the gold product of California 
would thereupon be increased several millions per an¬ 
num. At present, mining enterprises of considerable 
promise and indefinite magnitude remain in abeyance, 
simply because the price of labor, the rate of interest, 
and other elements of the cost of mining, are deemed 
too high to justify their prosecution. 

MODES OF MINING. 

In the course of a week’s travel through a portion of 
the mining district, I did not see a single miner engaged 
with pick and pan in prospecting. Higher up in the 
mountains, or further to the north, I might have found 
such. Nor do I remember having seen white men, 
save, perhaps, in a single instance, engaged in digging 
and washing the gravel or earth in the bed of any 
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water-course, whether river, creek, or dry gulch. But. 
Chinese bands, of six to twelve, were often hard at work 
in these water-courses—Bear River, the south fork of 
the Yuba, etc.—digging, and washing with rocker, 
sluice, and a sort of wheel-and-flume arrangement, 
which I did not get the hang of. 

The Chinese are hardly used Here. In the first place, 
they are taxed four dollars each per month for the naked 
privilege of mining at all. Next, they are not allowed 
to mine anywhere but in diggings which white men 
have worked out and abandoned, or which no white 
man considers worth working. Thirdly, if these reject¬ 
ed diggings, happen, in Chinese hands, to prove better 
than their reputation, and to begin yielding liberally, 
a mob of white sovereigns soon drive the Chinese out 
of them, neck and heels. “John” does not seem to be 
a very bad fellow, but he is treated worse than though 
he were. He is not malignant nor sanguinary, and sel¬ 
dom harms any but his own tribe. But he is thor¬ 
oughly sensual, and intent on the fullest gratification 
of his carnal appetites, and on nothing else. He eats 
and drinks the best he can get, and as much as he can 
hold; but he is never so devoid of self-respect as to be 
seen drunk in a public place; even for an opium de¬ 
bauch, he secludes himself where none but a friendly 
eye can reach him. His “particular wanity” in the 
eating line is rice, whereof he will have the best only, 
if the best is to be had; he likes a fat chicken also, and 
will pay his last dollar for one, rather than go without. 
Lacking the dollar, it is charged that he will rob hen¬ 
roosts ; at all events, hen-roosts are sometimes robbed, 
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and “John” has to bear the blame. He is popularly 
held to spend nothing, but carry all his gains out of the 
country and home to his native land—a charge dis¬ 
proved by the fact that he is.an inveterate gambler, an 
opium-smoker, a habitual rum-drinker, and a devotee 
of every sensual vice. But he is weak in body, and not 
allowed to vote, so it is safe to trample on him; he does 
not write English, and so cannot tell the story of his 
wrongs; he has no family here (the few Chinese women 
brought to this country being utterly shameless and 
abandoned), so that he forms no domestic ties, and en¬ 
joys no social standing. Even the wretched Indians 
of California repel with scorn the suggestion that there 
is any kinship between their race and the Chinese. 
“John” has traits which I can neither praise nor jus¬ 
tify ; yet I suspect that, if other men’s faults were pun¬ 
ished as severely as his, a good many Californians would 
be less comfortable than they are. 

As to quartz-mining—or the reduction to powder of 
the vein-stone wherein gold is contained, and the extrac¬ 
tion of the gold from the powder, by means of water, 
quick-silver, etc.—I judge that the time has not even 
yet arrived for its profitable prosecution. There are 
conspicuous instances of its success, that of the concern 
known as “Allison’s Banche,” in Grass Talley, for. 
example—but I am confident that fully three out of 
every four quartz-mining enterprises have proved fail¬ 
ures, or have at best achieved no positive success. The 
current estimates of the yield of gold by quartz rock, 
are grossly exaggerated. I judge that the average yield 
of gold by quartz vein-stone is less than twenty dollars 
13 
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per ton—barely one cent per pound—and that this yield 
will not pay the average cost of sinking shafts, running 
drifts or adits, pumping out water, raising ore (and an 
immense aggregate of dead rock with it), crushing it, 
and extracting the gold, in a country where common 
labor costs two and a half to three dollars per day. At 
forty dollars per ton of vein-stone, quartz-mining might 
pay; but where one vein yields forty dollars per ton, 
there are many which yield less than twenty dollars. 
There are some instances' of profitable quartz-mining by 
men on the spot who thoroughly understand the busi¬ 
ness; but I have not heard of an instance in which 
money has been invested in quartz-mining, by persons 
out of California, who have not lost every farthing 
of it. 

I think the most popular form of mining at present is 
that of sinking or drifting into hills which have a stra¬ 
tum of gravel at or near their base, directly overlying 
the bed-rock. Many of these hills would seem to have 
been piled, in some far-off, antediluvian period, upon a 
bed or basin of solid granite, which often hollows or 
dips toward its center like a saucer. If, then, a tunnel 
can be run in through the “ rim rock n or side of this 
saucer so happily as to strike the level of the bottom, 
thereby draining off the water, and affording the utmost 
facility for extracting the gold-bearing gravel, the for¬ 
tune of the operator may be made by one lucky, or 
better than lucky, operation. In a few instances, these 
subterranean gravel-basins would seem to have formed 
parts of the beds of ancient rivers, and so to be extra¬ 
ordinarily rich in the precious dust. In some cases, the 
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“pay dirt” is hauled by steam up an inclined plane, or 
even raised perpendicularly by windlass; but it is easier 
to extract it by a horizontal drift or tunnel, wherever 
possible. Many mines of this order are -worked night 
and day on the “ three-shift ” plan, and are paying very 
handsomely. 

But the newest, most efficient,most uniformlyprofitable 
mode of operation is that termed hydraulic mining —that 
is, the washing down and washing away of large deposits 
of auriferous earth by means of a current of water so 
directed as to fall on the right spot, or (better still) pro¬ 
jected through a hose and pipe with the force generated 
by a heavy fall. The former of these methods is exhib¬ 
ited in perfection at Nevada, the latter at North San 
Juan, as, doubtless, at many other places. At North 
San Juan, near the middle fork of the Tuba, streams at 
least three inches in diameter, and probably containing 
twenty measured inches of water, are directed against 
the remaining half of a high hill, which they strike 
with such force that bowlders of the size of cannon-balls 
are started from their beds and hurled five to ten feet 
into the air. By this process, one man will wash away 
a bank of earth sooner than a hundred men could do it 
by old-fashioned sluicing. I believe earth yielding a 
bare cent’s worth of gold to the pan may be profitably 
washed by this process, paying a reasonable price for 
the water. As much as one hundred dollars per day is 
profitably paid for the water thrown through one pipe. 
The stream thus thrown will knock a man as lifeless as 
though it were a grape-shot. As the bank, over a hun¬ 
dred feet high, is undermined by this battery, it fre- 
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quently caves from the top downward, reaching and 
burying the careless operator. Three men have been 
thus killed at San Juan within the last month, until at 
length greater caution is exercised, and the operator 
stands twice as far away as he formerly did. Yery long 
sluices—as long as may be—conduct the discharged 
water away; and I am told that it is no matter how 
thick with earth the water may run, provided the sluice 
be long enough. It is of course so arranged as to pre¬ 
sent riffles, crevices, etc., to arrest the gold at first 
borne along by the turbid flood. I believe there are 
companies operating by this method whose gross re¬ 
ceipts from a single sluice have reached a thousand dol¬ 
lars per day. 

One of the novelties (to me) of this region is the 
presence of soft granite—putty-granite, if I may coin a 
name for it. Unlike most soft rocks, this seems not to 
harden by exposure to the atmosphere. It is found at 
various depths, and I know no way of accounting for 
it. It seems to me that one-fourth of the granite I saw 
at the base of recent excavations appeared soft as cheese. 
Is not this peculiar to California? 

Mining is a necessary art, but it does not tend to 
beautify the face of nature. On the contrary, earth 
distorted into all manner of ungainly heaps and ridges, 
hills half torn or washed away, and the residue left in 
as repulsive shape as can well be conceived, roads inter¬ 
sected and often turned to mire by ditches, water-courses 
torn up and gouged out, and rivers, once pure as crystal, 
now dense and opaque with pulverized rock—such is 
the spectacle presented throughout the mining region. 
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Not a stream of any size is allowed to escape the pollu¬ 
tion—even the bountiful and naturally pure Sacramento 
is yellow with it, and flows turbid and uninviting to the 
Pacific. (The people of this .city have to drink it, 
nevertheless.) Despite the intense heat and drouth 
always prevalent at this season, the country is full of 
springs, which are bright and clear as need be; but 
wherever three or four of these have joined to form a 
little rill, some gold-seeker is sharp on their track, con¬ 
verting them into liquid mud. California, in giving up 
her hoarded wealth, surrenders much of her beauty 
also. 

Worse, still, is the general devastation of timber. 
The whole mining region appears to have been excel¬ 
lently timbered—so much of it as I have traversed was 
eminently so. Yellow, pitch, and sugar (white) pine (and 
what is here called pitch pine is a large, tall, and grace¬ 
ful tree), white, black, and live-oak, with stately cedars, 
once overspread the whole country; not densely, as in 
eastern forests, but with reasonable spaces between the 
noble trunks—the oaks often presenting the general ap¬ 
pearance of a thrifty apple-orchard, undergrown with 
grass and bushes. But timber is wanted for flumes, 
for sluices, for drifts or tunnels, for dwellings, for run¬ 
ning steam-engines, etc., and, as most of the land has 
no owner, everybody cuts and slashes as if he cared for 
nobody but himself, and no time but to-day. Patri¬ 
archal oaks are cut down merely to convert their limbs 
into fuel, leaving the trunks to rot; noble pines are 
pitched this way and that, merely to take a log or two 
from the butt for sawing or splitting, leaving the resi- 
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due a ctnnberer of the ground ; trees fit for the noblest 
uses are made to subserve the paltriest, merely because 
they are handy, and it is nobody’s business to preserve 
them. There was timber enough here ten years ago to 
satisfy every legitimate need for a century; yet ten 
years more will not elapse before the miners will be 
sending far up into the mountains at a heavy cost for 
logs that might still have been abundant at their doors, 
had the timber of this region been husbanded as it 
ought. Remonstrance were idle, but I must be per¬ 
mitted to deplore. 
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CALIFORNIA—THE YOSEMITE. 

Bear Yalley, Cal., Aug. 14, 1859. 

I left Sacramento on Monday morning last, traveling 
by stage to Stockton, forty-eight miles nearly due south, 
crossing the Mokelumne, and keeping first the Sacra¬ 
mento and then the San Joaquin a few miles on our 
right, and Mount Diablo conspicuous still further west. 
We traversed a level, fertile plain, sparsely wooded near 
the rivers—a plain which should be, but is not yet, 
densely peopled, and very productive. There are some 
fine orchard gardens near the cities, and might well be 
many; but a good part of the intermediate country is 
uninelosed, and the residue mainly devoted to large 
ranches (or loose and slovenly cattle husbandry), and in 
less degree to the growing of small grain—wheat and 
barley. The stubble indicates good crops, but there is 
not a sufficient area devoted to them. Uncertainty of 
land-titles—that paramount curse of California—is as¬ 
signed as the cause of this inadequacy of cultivation, 
which I trust is not to continue. 

Stockton is situated on a bayou of the San Joaquin, 
at the head of regular steamboat navigation on that 
river, which makes it the third or fourth city of Cali¬ 
fornia, with fifteen thousand inhabitants, and an exten¬ 
sive carrying trade. The better dwellings are in good 
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part surrounded by fine gardens, well filled with deli¬ 
cious fruit. In some of them, the primitive, widb-spread- 
ing oaks have been preserved, giving them an aspect 
of beauty and coolness most grateful to the traveler re¬ 
cently arrived from the plains. Stockton has the State 
Insane Asylum, and a very interesting commencement 
of a cabinet of natural history; better still, she has an 
Artesian well one thousand feet deep, bored at a cost of 
ten thousand dollars, and pouring forth a copious and 
unfailing stream, some feet above the surface of the 
earth. Deep as it is, it penetrates only successive strata 
of what appears to be alluvial deposit, never touching 
bed-rock. Artesian wells are becoming common in 
California, and I trust are yet to play an important part 
in the development and extension not only of her agri¬ 
cultural but also of her mining industry, now crippled 
(especially in the south) by the general dearth of water. 
I have a suspicion that all the water hitherto obtained 
by canals or ditches, so expensively constructed, could 
have been procured far cheaper by digging Artesian 
wells, which, however multiplied, could hardly fail, at 
the foot of the Sierra Nevada, to strike copious foun¬ 
tains at no unreasonable depth. 

I left Stockton next morning in a carriage with a 
friend who proposed to go through to Bear Valley (sev¬ 
enty-five miles) before sleeping—a feat which I doubted 
the ability of any span of livery horses to accomplish. 
My doubt was misplaced. Good horses, an early start, 
careful, considerate driving, frequent watering, and the 
dry, bracing air of California, carried us through by a 
little after ten p. m., and our team would readily have 
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gone ten miles further had we required it. I judge that 
sixty miles of just such roads would have been as hard 
a drive in any state east of the Rocky Mountains. 

Our general course this day was east by south, pass¬ 
ing mainly over moderately undulating prairie of very 
unequal but generally indiiferent fertility, and crossing 
successively, at intervals of about twenty miles, the 
small rivers Stanislaus, Tuolumne, and Merced, all flow¬ 
ing from the mountains westward into the San Joaquin, 
and all rendered turbid, by the mining operations in 
progress on their banks or in their beds. The Stanislaus 
runs through a belt of rather light and thin oak, some 
two or three miles wide; the others have a few scatter¬ 
ing oaks and that is all. There is considerable hus¬ 
bandry—mainly of the ranching order, near Stockton 
and along the rivers aforesaid, but very little industry of 
any kind on the naked prairies between them, and not 
a drop of running water, except, perhaps, a spring or 
two under some of the low hills which have a tolerably 
steep side respectively. There are a very few deep holes 
in some of the winter water-courses at which cattle still 
find drink, though of a bad quality. One settler from 
Massachusetts, who lives mainly by cattle-growing, in¬ 
formed us that he came around Cape Horn eight or ten 
years since, has now about ninety head of cattle, which 
are fast increasing, and intends to erect a wind-mill this 
winter, by whose aid he will be able to have a good 
garden at once, and a fine fruit-orchard within a few 
years. (Wind-mills located over wells or other reser¬ 
voirs of water, which they raise for use in irrigation, 
arc very common in Stockton, and are rapidly going up 

13* 





CALIFORNIA—THE YOSEMITE. 


throughout middle California). He has to go seven 
miles for his fuel, fencing-stuff, etc., on the Stanislaus. 
Ilis nearest neighbors, on the road we traveled, are some 
five to ten miles distant, but I believe he has nearer. 
He is doubtless richer here than in Massachusetts, but I 
cann'ot realize that his family are happier or more fa¬ 
vorably situated for mental and moral improvement, 
there being no school within reach, and the children 
depending for instruction on their New-England mother 
alone. But their children will not have New-England 
mothers—and what then ? I fear this cattle ranching, 
with long intervals between the ranches, is destined to 
half barbarize many thousands of the next generation, 
whom schools can scarcely reach, and to whom “ the 
sound of the church-going bell ” will be a stranger. Most 
of the agriculturists of this region, however, came here 
from Missouri, Arkansas, or Texas—many of them from 
Missouri or Arkansas by way of Texas—and do not seem 
to regard common schools as essential to civilized life. 

We crossed the Merced sixty miles from Stockton 
(all these rivers are crossed by toll-bridges, or ferries— 
charges, one dollar each per wagon) just before sunset; 
and now our road became rugged and bad, as we rose 
the first of the foot-hills of the Sierra. Thus far we 
had seen few traces of mining, save the muddy-colored 
waters of the rivers; but seven miles further brought 
us to Quartzburg, in the center of a nearly washed-out 
valley of gold-bearing gravel; and thence our way led 
seven miles further, over a far higher foot-hill, into 
Bear Valley, where we found friends and grateful rest. 
The next day I devoted to an examination of Colonel 
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Fremont’s mines and works, of which I may speak here¬ 
after, but must now hurry on to the Yosemite. 

1 left Bear Valley, two hours later than was fit, at 
6, a. h., on Thursday, resolved to push through to my 
immediate destination that night. My friend had pre¬ 
ceded me betimes to Mariposas, twelve miles on our 
way, to complete preparations for the trip; hut we 
were unluckily delayed here again by misapprehensions 
and the preengagement of animals for attendance on a 
camp-meeting, so that it was high noon when we 
reached the end of the wagon-road, twelve miles below 
Mariposa, where the saddle is the only resource, while 
it is still nearly forty miles (many of them steep ones) 
to the Yosemite fall. Every one assured us that to get 
through that day was impossible; yet I had no more 
time to give to the journey, and must try. My friend 
is a good rider, while I can barely ride at all, not hav¬ 
ing spent five hours on horseback, save in my visit to 
the Kansas gold mines, within the last thirty years. 
But the two gentlemen from Mariposas who accom¬ 
panied and guided us, knew all about the journey that 
we didn’t—which is saying a great deal—so we pressed 
buoyantly, confidently on. 

Hussey’s steam saw-mill, where we mounted (or rather 
I did, for the rest had done so before), marks pretty 
fairly the division between the oaks of the lower, and 
the firs of the higher elevations, though the two of 
course melt into each other. As we rose gradually but 
steadily, the white soon faded out, then the black, and 
last the live-oak, though the genuineness of this last is 
disputed, while the yellow, pitch, and sugar-pines, 
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cedars, and balsam-firs became more numerous and 
stately, till they at length had the ground almost wholly 
to themselves, save that the manzanito and other shrubs 
(mostly evergreens also) clustered on nearly every open¬ 
ing among the trees. There is little or no precipice or 
bare rock for miles, and we rose along the southern face 
of the ridgo overlooking the Cholchilla Valley, until we 
seemed to have half California spread out before us 
like a map. Our range of vision extended south to the 
tide lake, or immense morass, in which the San Joaquin 
has its source, and west to the Coast Range, which alone 
barred the Pacific Ocean from our view. Still rising, 
we wound gradually around the peak of our first moun¬ 
tain through a slight depression or pass, and soon 
looked off upon the valley of the South Fork of the 
Merced, which opened for miles north and east of us. 
On this side, the descent is far steeper, and we traversed 
for miles a mere trace along the side of the mountain, 
where a misstep must have landed us at least a thou¬ 
sand feet below. In time, this too was left behind, and 
we descended fitfully and tortuously the east end of the 
mountain to the South Fork, whereon, sixteen miles 
from Hussey’s and but five from the Big Trees of Mari- 
posas, we halted for rest and food. Before six, we were 
again in the saddle, crossing the fork and winding up 
over another mountain northward, with a precipitous 
descent of at least two thousand feet beside us for a 
mile or so. A steep ascent of half a mile carried us 
over the divide, whence we descended very rapidly to 
Alder Creek, at the northern base. Following up this 
creek over a succession of steep pitches, interleaved 
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with move level patches, we bade adieu to daylight at 
“ Grizzly Flat,” a spot noted for encounters with the 
monarch of our American forests, and thence crossed a 
ridge to “ Summit Meadows,” a succession of mainly 
narrow grassy levels, which wind in and out among the 
promontories of more or less shattered granite which 
make down from the mountain peaks on either side, 
but pursue a generally eastward direction to pour their 
tiny tribute into the Great Chasm. Onr route led us 
six or eight times across these meadows—which were 
often so boggy as to require a very nice choice of foot¬ 
ing—and, intermediately, across the generally wooded 
promontories which deflected the probably continuous 
meadow into what seemed to us many, until we stood 
at length, about ten i\ m., on the brink of the awful 
abyss, and halted a moment to tighten girths and take 
breath for the descent. 

And here let me renew my tribute to the marvelous 
bounty and beauty of the forests of this whole mountain 
region. The Sierra FTevadas lack the glorious glaciers, 
the frequent rains, the rich verdure, the abundant catar¬ 
acts of the Alps; but they far surpass them—they sur¬ 
pass any other mountains I ever saw—in the wealth 
and grace of their trees. Look down from almost any 
of their peaks, and your range of vision is filled, bound¬ 
ed, satisfied, by what might be termed a tempest-tossed 
sea of evergreens, filling every upland valley, covering 
every hillside, crowning every peak but the highest, 
with their unfading luxuriance. That I saw during 
this day’s travel many hundreds of pines eight feet in 
diameter, with cedars at least six feet, I am confident; 
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and there were miles after miles of such and smaller 
trees of like genus standing as thick as they could grow. 
Steep mountain-sides, allowing them to grow, rank 
above rank, without obstructing each other’s sunshine, 
seem peculiarly favorable to the production of these 
serviceable giants. But the Summit Meadows are pe¬ 
culiar in their heavy fringe of balsam-fir of all sizes, 
from those barely one foot high to those hardly less 
than two hundred, their branches surrounding them in 
collars, their extremities gracefully bent down by the 
weight of winter snows, making them here, I am con¬ 
fident, the most beautiful trees on earth. The dry prom¬ 
ontories which separate these meadows are also covered 
with a species of spruce, which is only less graceful than 
the fir aforesaid. I never before enjoyed such a tree- 
feast as on this wearing, difficult ride. 

Descent into the Yosemite is only practicable at three 
points—one near the head of the valley, where a small 
stream makes in from the direction of the main ridge 
of the Sierra, down which there is a trail from the vicin¬ 
ity of Water Iiiver, Utah—a trail practicable, I believe, 
for men on foot only. The other two lead in near the 
outlet, from Mariposas and Coulterville respectively, on 
opposite banks of the Merced, and are practicable for 
sure-footed mules or horses. We, of course, made our 
descent by the Mariposas trail, on the south side of the 
little "river which here escapes from the famous valley 
by a cation which water alone can safely, if at all, tra¬ 
verse, being shut in by lofty precipices, and broken by 
successive falls. 

My friends insisted that I should look over the brink 
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into the profound abyss before clambering down its 
side; but I, apprehending giddiness, and feeling the 
need of steady nerves, firmly declined. So we formed 
line again, and movdd on. 

The night was clear and bright, as all summer nights 
in this region are; the atmosphere cool, but not really 
cold; the moon had risen before 7 o’clock, and was 
shedding so much light as to bother us in our forest- 
path, where the shadow of a standing pine looked ex¬ 
ceedingly like the substance of a fallen one, and many 
semblances were unreal and misleading. It was often 
hard to realize that the dark, narrow current-like pas¬ 
sage to the left was our trail, and not the winding, 
broader, moonlighted-opening on the right. The safest 
course was to give your horse a free rein, and trust to 
his sagacity, or self-love for keeping the trail. As we 
descended by zigzags the north face of the all but per¬ 
pendicular mountain our moonlight soon left us, or was 
present only by reflection from the opposite cliff. Soon, 
the trail became at once so steep, so rough, and so tor¬ 
tuous, that we all dismounted; but my attempt at 
walking proved a miserable failure. I had been riding 
with a bad Mexican stirrup, which barely admitted the 
toes of my left foot; and continual pressure on these 
had sprained and swelled them, so that walking was 
positive torture. I persevered in the attempt, till my 
companions insisted on my remounting, and thus floun 
dering slowly to the bottom. By steady effort, we de¬ 
scended the three miles (four thousand feet perpendicu¬ 
lar) in two hours, and stood at night by the rushing, 
roaring water? of the Merced. 
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That first full, deliberate gaze up the opposite height I 
can I ever forget it? The valley is here scarcely half a 
mile wide, while its northern wall of mainly naked, per¬ 
pendicular granite is at least four thousand feet high— 
probably more. But the modicum of moonlight that 
fell into this awful gorge gave to that precipice a vague¬ 
ness of outline, an indefinite vastness, a ghostly and. 
weird spirituality. Had the mountain spoken to me in 
audible voice, or began to lean over with the purpose 
of burying me beneath its crushing mass, I should 
hardly have been surprised. Its whiteness, thrown into 
bold relief by the patches of trees or shrubs which 
fringed or flecked it wherever a few handfuls of its 
moss, slowly decomposed to earth, could contrive to hold 
on, continually suggested the presence of snow, which 
suggestion, with difficulty refuted, was at once renewed. 
And, looking up the valley, we saw just such mountain 
precipices, barely separated by intervening water-courses 
(mainly dry at this season) of inconsiderable depth, and 
only receding sufficiently to make room for a very nar¬ 
row meadow inclosing the river, to the furthest limit of 
vision. 

"We discussed the propriety of camping directly at 
the foot of the pass, but decided against it, because of 
the inadequacy of the grass at this point for our tired, 
hungry beasts, and resolved to push on to the nearest 
of the two houses in the valley, which was said to be 
four miles distant. To my dying day, 1 shall remember 
that weary, interminable ride up the valley. We had 
been on foot since daylight; it was now past midnight; 
all were nearly used up, and I in torture from over 
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twelve hours’ steady riding on the hardest trotting 
horse in America. Yet we pressed on, and on, through 
clumps of trees, and bits of forest, and patches of mea¬ 
dow, and over hillocks of mountain debris, mainly 
granite bowlders of every size, often nearly as round as 
cannon balls, forming all but perpendicular banks to the 
capricious torrent that brought them hither—those stu¬ 
pendous precipices on either side glaring down upon us 
all the while. How many times our heavy eyes — I 
mean those of my San Francisco friend and my own— 
were lighted up by visions of that intensely desired 
cabin—visions which seemed distinct and unmistakable, 
but, which, alas ! a nearer view proved to be made up 
of moonlight and shadow, rock and trees, into which 
they faded one after another. It seemed at length that 
we should never reach the cabin ; and my ■wavering 
mind recalled elfish German stories of the Wild Hunts¬ 
man, and of men who, having accepted invitations to a 
midnight chase, found on their return that said chase 
had been prolonged till all their relatives and friends 
were dead, and no one could be induced to recognize or 
recollect them. Gladly could I have thrown myself 
recklessly from the saddle, and lain where I fell till, 
morning, but this would never answer, and we kept 
steadily on. 

“Time and the hour wear out the longest day.” 

At length the real cabin—one made of posts and 
beams and whip-sawed boards, instead of rock, and 
shadow, and moonshine—was reached, and we all eagerly 
dismounted, turning out our weary steeds into abundant 
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grass, and stirring up the astonished landlord, who had 
never before received guests at that unseemingly hour. 
(It was after one a. ar.) He made us welcome, however, 
to his best accommodations, which would have found us 
leuient critics even had they been worse; and I crept 
into my rude but clean bed so soon as possible, while 
the rest awaited the preparation of some refreshment 
for the inner man. There was never a dainty that could 
have tempted mo to eat at that hour. I am told that 
none ever before traveled from Bear Yalley to the Yose- 
mite in one day—I am confident no green-horns ever 
did. The distance can hardly exceed thirty miles by 
an air line; but onty a bird could traverse that line, 
while, by way of Mariposas and the South Fork, it must 
bo fully sixty miles, with a rise and fall of not less than 
twenty thousand feet. 

The fall of the Yosemite, so called, is a humbug. It 
is not the Merced River that makes this fall, but a mere 
tributary trout-brook, which pitches in from the north 
by a barely once-broken descent of two thousand six 
hundred feet, while the Merced enters the valley at its 
eastern extremity, over tails of six hundred and two 
hundred and fifty feet. But a river thrice as large as 
the Merced, at this season, would be utterly dwarfed by 
all the other accessories of this prodigious chasm. Only 
a Mississippi or a Niagara could be adequate to their 
exactions. I readily concede that a hundred times the 
present amount of water may roll down the Yosemite fall 
in the months of Ma}' and June, when the snows are melt¬ 
ing from the central ranges of the Sierra Nevada, which 
bound this abyss on the east; but this would not add 
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a fraction to the wonder of this vivid exetnplication of 
the divine power and majesty. At present, the little 
stream that leaps down the Yosemite, and is all but 
shattered to mist by the amazing descent, looks like a 
tape-line let down from the cloud-capped height to 
measure the depth of the abyss. The Yosemite Valley 
(or Gorge) is the most unique and majestic of nature’s 
marvels, but the Yosemite Fall is of little account. 
Were it absent, the valley would not be perceptibly less 
worthy of a fatiguing visit. 

We traversed the valley from end to end next day, 
bnt an accumulation of details on such a subject only 
serve to confuse and blunt the observer’s powers of 
perception and appreciation. Perhaps the visitor who 
should be content with a long look into the abyss from 
the most convenient height, without braving the toil of 
a descent would be wiser than all of us; and yet that 
first glance upward from the foot will long haunt me as 
more impressive than any look downward from the 
summit could be. 

I shall not multiply details, nor waste paper in noting 
all the foolish names which foolish people have giiten 
to different peaks or turrets. Just think of two giant 
stone-towers, or pillars, which rise a thousand feet above 
the towering cliff which form their base, being styled 
“The Two Sisters!” Could anything be more mala¬ 
droit and lackadaisical ? “ The Dome ” is a high, round, 

naked peak, which rises between the Merced and its 
little tributary from the inmost recesses of the Sierra 
Nevada already instanced, and which towers to an alti¬ 
tude of over five thousand feet above the waters at its 
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base. Picture to yourself a perpendicular wall of bare 
granite nearly or quite one mile high 1 Yet there are 
some dozen or score of peaks in all, ranging from three 
thousand to five thousand feet above the valley; and a 
biscuit tossed from any of them would strike very near 
its base, and its fragments go bounding and falling still 
further. I certainly miss here the glaciers of Chamo¬ 
nix ; but I know no single wonder of nature on earth 
which can claim a superiority over the Yosemite. Just 
dream yourself for one hour in a chasm nearly ten miles 
long, with egress save for birds and water, but at three 
points, up the face of precipices from three thousand to 
four thousand feet high, the chasm scarcely more than 
a mile wide at any point, and tapering to a mere gorge, 
or canon, at either end, with walls of mainly naked and 
perpendicular white granite, from three thousand to 
five thousand feet high, so that looking up to the sky 
from it, is like looking out of an unfathomable profound 
—and you will have some conception of the Yosemite. 

We dined at two o’clock, and then rode leisurely 
down the valley, gazing by daylight at the wonders we 
had previously passed in the night. The spectacle was 
immense; but I still think the moonlight view the more 
impressive. 

Our faithful beasts climbed the steep acclivity at a 
little more than the rate of a mile per hour, so that we 
had still an hour or two of sunshine before us as we 
stood at last on the summit. I took a last long look 
into, and up the valley, with the sun still lighting up 
the greater portion of the opposite cliffs, and then turn- 
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ed my horse’s head westward. We reached, at 10| 
p. m., the ranche on the South Fork, kept by a solitary 
man, who has no neighbor nearer than sixteen miles, 
and there halted for the night. 
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CALIFORNIA—THE BIG TREES. 

Steamboat Cornelia, on the ) 
San Joaquin, Aug. 15, ’59. J 

On reaching Clark’s ranche, we were so happy as to 
meet the Reverend O. C. Wheeler, secretary of the 
state agricultural society, and his associates on the visit¬ 
ing committee of that society, now on a tour of official 
observation through various districts of the state. We 
had agreed at Sacramento to make the trip to the Yose- 
niite together; but some mishap had detained them 
fourteen miles back of Bear Yalley during the night of 
Wednesday last; and when at length they reached 
Mariposas, my party had been some hours on our way, 
wdiile not a horse nor mule could be hired that day, to 
replace their jaded nags, whose immediate proceeding 
on so rough a trip was out of the question. So they 
halted, perforce, till next morning, and were only going 
up to the Yosemite when we were coming down, as 
aforesaid. 

But they had just returned to Clark’s from the Big 
Trees of Mariposas, having visited those of Calaveras 
two or three days before. The general impression seems 
to be that the Calaveras trees are the larger and finer; 
but Mr. Wheeler, having just visited each, was very 
decided in his preference for those of Mariposas, and I 
understood all his associates to concur in that verdict. 
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They found the Calaveras trees in far better condition, 
in the charge of a keeper, and approached by a road 
over which a light carriage may readily be driven up to 
the' very trees themselves. These are no light advan¬ 
tages ; but they assured us that, on the other hand, the 
Mariposas trees are considerably more numerous (some 
six hundred against two hundred and fifty), and are 
really larger and finer specimens of their kind. Mr. 
Wheeler found by careful measurement of the diameter 
of one of these trees one hundred feet above the ground 
to be twenty feet, while its first limb, which put off at 
that height, had a diameter of six feet. Just think of a 
twig six feet through at that elevation! He obtained 
these results by measuring the tree’s shadow, which I 
need hardly remark was probably narrower than the 
tree itself. He had several tape-line measurements of 
Mariposas trees over one hundred feet in circumference; 
but one of the Calaveras trees is claimed to be, I think, 
nearly one-fourth larger than this. Ho matter—those 
of either county are big enough. 

We went up to the Mariposas trees early next morn¬ 
ing. The trail crosses a meadow of most luxuriant wild 
grass, then strikes eastward up the hills, and rises al¬ 
most steadily., but in the main not steeply, for five miles, 
when it enters and ends in a slight depression or valley, 
nearly on the top of this particular mountain, -where the 
Big Trees have been quietly nestled for I dare not say 
how many thousand years. That they were of very 
substantial size when David danced before the ark, when 
Solomon laid the foundations of the Temple, when 
Theseus ruled in Athens, when /Eneas fled from the 
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burning wreck of vanquished Troy, when Sesostris led 
his victorious Egyptians into the heart of Asia, I have 
no manner of doubt. 

The Big Trees, of course, do not stand alone. I ap¬ 
prehend that they could not stand at present, in view of 
the very moderate depth at which they are anchored to 
the earth. Had they stood on an unsheltered mountain- 
top, or even an exposed hill-side, they would doubtless 
have been prostrated, as I presume thousands like them 
were prostrated, by the hurricanes of centuries be¬ 
fore Christ’s advent. But the locality of these, though 
probably two thousand five hundred feet above the 
South Merced, and some four thousand five hundred 
above the sea, is sheltered and tranquil, though several 
of these trees have manifestly fallen within the present 
century. Unquestionably, they are past their prime, 
though to none more than to them is applicable the 
complimentary characterization of “ a green old age.” 

Let me try to give as clear an idea of these forest 
mastodons as I can, though I know that will be but a 
poor one. 

In measuring trees, it is so easy to exaggerate by run¬ 
ning your line around the roots rather than the real 
body, that I place little dependence on the reported and 
recorded measurements of parties under no obligations 
to preserve a judicial impartiality. But I believe a 
fair measurement of the largest trees standing in this 
grove would make them not less than ninety feet in cir¬ 
cumference, and over thirty in diameter, at a height of 
six feet from their respective bases, and that several of 
them have an altitude of more than three hundred feet. 
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I believe the one that was last uprooted measures a lit¬ 
tle over three hundred. 

But these relics of a more bounteous and magnificent 
world seem destined to speedy extinction. I deem them 
generally enfeebled by age and the racking and wrench¬ 
ing of their roots by the blasts that sweep through their 
tops. These malign influences they might withstand 
for ages, however, were it not for the damage they have 
already sustained, and are in danger of hereafter sus¬ 
taining, through the devastating agency of fire. For 
these glorious evergreen forests, though the ground be¬ 
neath them is but thinly covered with inflammable 
matter, are yet subject to be overrun every second or 
third year by forest conflagrations. For the earth, to 
a depth of several feet, even, is dry as an ash-heap, 
from July to October, and the hills are so steep that 
fire ascends them with wonderful facility. And thus 
the big trees are scarred, and gouged, and hollowed out 
at the root and upward, as the effects of successive fires, 
one of which, originating far southward, ran through 
this locality so late as last autumn, burning one of the 
forest kings so that it has since fallen, half destroying 
another already prostrate, through the hollow of which 
two horsemen (not G. P. R. James’s, I trust,) were ac¬ 
customed to ride abreast for a distance of fully one hun¬ 
dred feet, and doing serious damage to very many 
others. If the village of Mariposas, the county, or the 
state of California, does not immediately provide for 
the safety of these trees, I shall deeply deplore the in¬ 
fatuation, and believe that these giants might have been 
more happily located. 

14 
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The big trees are usually accounted red-wood, but 
bear a strong resemblance to the cedar family, so that 
my intelligent guide plausibly insisted that they are 
identical in species with their probable cotemporaries, 
the famous cedars of Lebanon. The larger cedars in 
their vicinity bear a decided resemblance to the small¬ 
est of them; and yet there are quite obvious differences 
between them. The cedar’s limbs are by far the more 
numerous, and come far down the trunk; they are also 
relatively smaller. The cedar’s bark is the more deep¬ 
ly creased up and down the trunk, while the foliage of 
the big trees is nearer allied to that of certain pines 
than to the cedar’s. The bark of the big trees is very 
thick—in some instances, over two feet—and is of a 
dry, light quality, resembling cork: hence the fatal 
facility of damage by running fires. The wood of the 
big trees is of a light red color, seeming devoid alike 
of sap and resin, and to burn about as freely while the 
tree lives as a year or more after its death. Unless in 
the cedars of Lebanon, I suspect these mammoths of 
the vegetable world have no counterparts out of Cali¬ 
fornia. 

They are of course not all of extraordinary size, yet 
I cannot remember one that would girth so little as 
twenty feet at a height of two yards from the earth’s 
surface, which is the proper point for horizontal mea¬ 
surement. Jlardlv one is entirely free from the marks 
of fire at its root, while several have been burned at 
least half through, and are so hollowed by fire that a 
tree eight feet in diameter would probably find ample 
room in the cavity. And, while many are still hale 
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and thrifty, I did not perceive a single young one com¬ 
ing forward to take the place of the decaying patriarchs. 
I believe these trees now bear* no seed-cone or nut, 
whatever they may have done in Scipio’s or in Alexan¬ 
der’s time, and there is no known means of propagating 
their kind ; and I deeply regret that there is not, though 
starting a tree that would come to its maturity in not 
less than four thousand years would seem rather slow 
business to the fast age in which it is our fortune to live. 

'Possibly, the big trees are a relic of some bygone 
world—some past geologic period—cotemporaries of the 
gigantic, luxuriant ferns whereof our mineral coal is 
the residuum. I am sure they will be more prized and 
treasured a thousand years hence than now, should they, 
by extreme care and caution, be preserved so long, and 
that thousands will then visit them, over smooth and 
spacious roads, for every one who now toils over the 
rugged bridle-path by which I reached them. Mean¬ 
time, it is a comfort to know that the Yandals who bored 
down with pump-augers, the largest of the Calaveras 
trees, in order to make their fortunes by exhibiting a 
section of its bark at the east, have been heavy losers 
by their villainous speculation. 

We left the big trees a little after ten a. m., returned 
to Clarkes and fed, and then struck for Mariposas, where 

* I am assured that this was a mistake, and that young trees of this 
species, propagated from seed-cones, are now growing in several nurseries. 
I am sure I saw no cones on any of the giants, though they were in sea¬ 
son ;' and I still suspect that the seeds from which young trees have been 
started, grew on the younger and smaller trees of the species, not on the 
mammoths. 
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we arrived a little before six p. m. —I alone so covered 
with boils, caused immediately by horseback exercise, 
as to make riding in any way a torture. My friend who 
had taken me up to Hussey’s in his carriage was prompt¬ 
ly on hand on my return, though he had been a hun¬ 
dred times assured that I could not possibly be back at 
the time appointed. We had a gathering and a talk at 
Mariposas in the evening, and I then rode over to Bear 
Yalley, which we reached a little before midnight. 
Next evening, we ran down so far as the Tuolumne on 
our return, and to-day came on to Stockton, where we 
took the steamboat for San Francisco, which we. hope 
to reach a little after midnight. 

col. frkmont’s mines. 

I have already stated that I 6pent most of Wednes¬ 
day in an examination, under Col. Fremont’s guidance, 
of the mines he is working in Bear Yalley, and of the 
mills in which he reduces the rock and separates the 
gold. I usually observe carefully the rule which en¬ 
joins reserve, when addressing the public, respecting 
matters of purely personal and private concern; but 
there are circumstances in the case of Col. F. which 
seem to justify a departure from the general usage. 
Chosen three or four years since the standard-bearer of 
a new political organization in an exciting contest, and 
exposed, because of that choice, to a torrent of person¬ 
al defamation which not merely impeached his integrity 
as a man and his fidelity as a public servant, but sought 
to divest him at once of his name, his religious faith, 
and even of his native land, I believe there are many 
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thousands who cherish for Col. Fremont a personal re¬ 
gal’d and affection which render them profoundly solici¬ 
tous with respect to his good or evil fortune. It is for 
this class only that I write the following: 

The public are generally aware that Colonel Fremont 
purchased from a Mexican at an early day a large tract 
or grant of wild mountain land lying among the foot¬ 
hills of the Sierra Nevada, called by the Mexicans, Los 
Mariposas (the Butterfly), after a wild flower known to 
abound here. It is known also that this tract was, some 
years after, discovered or presumed to be rich in gold— 
the first piece of rich vein-stone having been taken out 
by the proprietor’s own hand. It is further known that 
all manner of difficulties and obstructions were inter¬ 
posed to defeat the confirmation of the grant under 
which Colonel Fremont holds his title, and that a pro¬ 
tracted and most expensive litigation was thus forced 
upon him. Meantime, the property was wholly unpro¬ 
ductive—that is to its owner—and the most inviting 
portions of it were clutched by squatters, who claimed, 
as they still claim, a right to dig its soil into utterly 
worthless chasms and heaps in quest of gold, to cut 
down its timber and feed off its grass at their own dis¬ 
cretion, leaving to the fortunate owner only the privi¬ 
lege of paying the taxes, which, under the management 
of public affairs by officers politically and personally 
hostile to him, have been swelled to no less than sixteen 
thousand dollars per annum—his taxes, remember, on 
an estate which every body used or wasted as they saw 
fit, and which was yielding him no income whatever. 
For the feeble efforts at quartz-mining made in his be- 
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half in his years of absence — in the absence, too, of all 
successful experience in such mining — only served to 
involve him still more deeply in debt, which was further 
swelled by unfortunate agencies and business connec¬ 
tions, until the aggregate of his liabilities on account 
of this property can hardly have fallen short of half a 
million dollars. 

Such were the circumstances, under which he deter¬ 
mined, in 1857, to return to his California estate, and 
here, surrounded by his family, devote all his time and 
energies to its improvement and renovation. In the 
spirit of that determination he has since lived and 
labored, rising with the lark, and striving to obtain a 
complete knowledge and master of the entire business, 
taking more and more labor and responsibility on his 
own shoulders as he felt himself able to bear them, until 
he is now manager, chief engineer, cashier, accountant, 
and at the head of every other department but that of 
law, for which he finds it necessary still to rely on pro¬ 
fessional aid. And his mines are at length becoming 
productive and profitable. Ilis first (steam) mill, near 
his dwelling, runs eight stamps night and day; his 
second (water) mill, three miles distant, on the Merced, 
at the north end of his estate, runs twelve stamps, also 
constantly; and the two are producing gold at the rate 
of at least two hundred and fifty thousand dollars per 
annum, at an absolute cost, I am confident, of not more 
than one hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Of course 
he needs all the profits, if not more, to extend and per¬ 
fect his works, having already a much larger water-mill 
nearly ready to go into operation beside that on the 
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Merced, in which he expects, I believe, to run fifty-six 
stamps, and he hopes to have one hundred in all running 
before the close of 1860. With that number, I presume, 
he would be able, by giving his constant personal atten¬ 
tion to the business, aided by faithful and capable assist¬ 
ants, to realize a net profit of at least ten thousand 
dollars per week, which would very soon clear him of 
debt and leave him unincumbered in the ownership of 
perhaps the finest mining property in the world. 

Still, the Spanish proverb, “ It takes a mine to work 
a mine” is exemplified in his case, as in others. A 
large additional investment is needed to render his 
property as productive as it might be. For instance: 
he has just contracted for the transportation of thirty 
thousand tons of vein-stone from his great mine to his 
mill on the Merced (barely a mile and a half down hill) 
for sixty thousand dollars. One half of this sum would 
construct a railroad from the heart of the mine down to 
the floor of the mill, and take down this amount of 
rock, leaving the railroad and thirty thousand clear 
gain. But he must have the rock at once, while the 
railroad would require time, and a heavy outlay of 
ready cash. A Rothschild would build the road forth¬ 
with, and save forty thousand dollars; but Colonel F., 
not being yet a Rothschild, whatever he may in time 
become, must bide his time. 

. His great vein, though not the richest, is probably 
the most capacious of any in California. Its thickness 
varies from eight to thirty-eight feet—I believe it is in 
one place sixty feet wide. It is, in fact, a cliff or pyra¬ 
mid of gold-bearing quartz inclosed in a mountain of 
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slate—a mountain deeply gashed and seamed in various 
directions by the water-courses which run down it to the 
Merced. These ravines, this river, aided by proper en¬ 
gineering, obviate all the usually heavy, often ruinous, 
expense of pumping; the mine, properly opened, will 
not only clear itself of water, but the vein-stone may be 
easily run out on inclined tram-roads, instead of being 
hoisted to the surface through shafts by an enormous 
outlay of power. Then the width of the vein obviates 
all necessity for dead-work, save in sinking shafts and 
running up adits; the principal work is rather quarry¬ 
ing than mining; and there can be no apprehension that 
the vein will give out or grow poor, because it has al¬ 
ready been tested at its various outcrops to a depth of 
fifteen hundred feet, and is richer at the bottom than 
near the top, where it has mainly been worked to this 
time. I have no doubt that there are ten millions of 
dollars in this mine above water-level—that is, the level 
of the Merced—and that, though the yield of gold thus 
far has fallen rather below twenty dollars per ton, it 
may, even at that rate, be mined at a net profit of at 
least one-fourth of the gross product. Colonel F. is con 
fident that his present works do not separate half the 
gold contained in the rock, and that, by the use of the 
new amalgamators he is about to apply, he will double 
his weekly product without any increase of cost. This 
conviction is founded on chemical experiments and 
tests, which seem to leave no doubt of the fact that the 
additional gold is in the rock; but whether the means 
of extracting it have yet been discovered, remains to 
be seen. At all events, I feel sure that the productive- 
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ness of these works will increase much faster than their 
expenses, so long as Colonel Fremont shall devote him¬ 
self to their management so entirely as he is now doing. 
In the hands of agents and attorneys, they would prob¬ 
ably become again what they once were, and what all 
quartz-mining works, managed at second hand, have 
been. 

14* 
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CALIFORNIA PHYSICALLY CONSIDERED. 

San Jose, Cal., Aug. 2 1, 1859. 

The state of California may be rouglily characterized 
as two ranges of mountains—a large and a small one—• 
with a great valley between them, and a narrow, irreg¬ 
ular counterpart separating the smaller from the Pacific 
ocean. If we add to these a small strip of arid, but fer¬ 
tile coast, and a broad sandy desert behind it, lying 
south-west of California proper, and likely one day to be 
politically severed from it, we have a sufficiently accu¬ 
rate outline of the topography of the golden state. 

Such a region, stretching from north latitude 32° 30' 
up to latitude 42°, and rising from the Pacific ocean up 
to perpetually snow-covered peaks fifteen thousand feet 
high, can hardly be said to have a climate. Aside from 
the Alpine crests of the Sierra, and the sultry deserts 
below the Mohave and Santa Barbara, California em¬ 
bodies almost every gradation of climate, from the semi- 
arctic to the semi-tropical. There are green, fertile val- 
veys in the Sierra which only begin to be well grassed 
when the herbage of the great valley is drying up, and 
from which the cattle are driven by snows as early as 
the first of October—long before grass begins to start 
afresh on the banks of the Sacramento. There are other 
valleys upon and near the sea-coast, wherein frost and 
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snow are strangers, rarely seen, and vanishing with the 
night that gave them being. Generally, however, we 
may say of the state, that it has a mild, dry, breezy, 
healthy climate, better than that of Italy; in that the 
sultry, scorching blasts from African deserts have here 
no counterpart. Save in the higher mountains, or in 
the extreme north-east, snow never lies, the earth never 
freezes, and winter is but a milder, greener, longer 
spring, throughout which cattle pick up their own liv¬ 
ing far more easily and safely than in summer. 

The climate of the valleys may be said to be created, 
as that of the mountains is modified, by the influence 
of the Pacific ocean. Sea-breezes from the south west 
in winter, from the north-west in summer, maintain an 
equilibrium of temperature amazing to Hew England¬ 
ers. San Francisco—situated on the great bay formed 
by the passage of the blended waters of the Sacramento 
and the San Joaquin—the former draining the western 
slope of the Sierra Nevada from the north, as the hitter 
does from the south—is thus, as it were, in the throat 
of the bellows through which the damp gales from the 
Pacific are constantly rushing to cool the parched 
slopes, or warm the snow-clad heights of the interior. 
I presume there was never a day without a breeze at 
San Francisco—generally, a pretty stiff one. The sea- 
breeze is always damp, often chilly, and rolls up clouds 
which hide the sun for a part, at least, of most days. 
Though ice seldom forms, and snow never lies in her 
streets, San Francisco must be regarded as a cold place 
by most of her visitors and unacclimated summer deni¬ 
zens. I presume a hot day was never known there, 





324 


CALIFORNIA PHYSICALLY CONSIDERED. 


and no night in which a pair of good woollen blankets 
were not esteemed a shelter and a comfort by all bnt 
extremely hot-blooded people. Thick flannels and 
warm woollen outer-garments are worn throughout the 
year by all who have, or can get tlierh. In short, San 
Francisco is in climate what London would be with her 
summer rains transformed into stiff and almost constant 
breezes. 

The soil of California is almost uniformly good. The 
valleys and ravines rejoice in a generous depth of dark, 
vegetable mould, usually mingled with, or resting on 
clay; while the less precipitous hill-sides are covered 
by a light reddish clayey loam of good quality, asking 
only adequate moisture to render it amply productive. 
Bring a stream of water almost anywhere, save on the 
naked granite, and you incite a luxuriant vegetation. 

Yet the traveler who first looks down on the valleys 
and lower hill-sides of California in mid-summer is 
generally disappointed by the all but universal dead¬ 
ness. Some hardy weeds, a little sour, coarse grass 
along the few still living water-courses, some small, far 
between gardens and orchards rendered green and 
thrifty by irrigation, form striking exceptions to the 
general paralysis of all the less inspiring manifestations 
of vegetable life. High up in the mountains, he has 
found green valleys whereon the snow doubtless lingered 
till late in June, leaving the soil saturated like a wet 
sponge for a month later; and there are swampy 
meadows wheneon the coarse ^grass grows thick to a 
height of several feet; while beds of delicate flowering- 
plants, sheltered by the tall forests, maintain their vital- 
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ity on the mountain-slopes till late in August; but he 
passes out of the region of evergreens into that of oaks 
as he descends to a level of some three thousand feet 
above the ocean, and green valleys, luxuriant meadows, 
and mountain-glades of flowering-plants still living, 
salute him no longer. The oaks gradually become 
sparse and scattered; their dark foliage contrasts strong¬ 
ly with the dun, dead, herbage beneath and between 
them; as he descends to the plains, the oaks vanish or 
become like angels’ visits, while a broad expanse of 
dried-up pasture-range vies with occasional strips of 
wheat or barley stubble in evincing the protracted 
fierceness of the summer drouth. His vision sweeps 
over miles after miles of stubble and range whereon no 
sign of vegetable life—not even a green weed—is pre¬ 
sented ; he sees seven-eighths of the water-courses abso¬ 
lutely, intensely dry; while the residue are reduced 
from rivers to scanty brooks, from brooks to tiny rivu¬ 
lets ; and he murmurs to himself—Is this the Ameri¬ 
can Italy ? It looks more like a Sahara or Gobi.” 

Yet this, like most hasty judgments, is a very un¬ 
sound one. These slopes, these vales, now so dead and 
cheerless, are but resting from their annual and ever 
successful efforts to contribute bountifully to the suste¬ 
nance and comfort of man. Summer is their season of 
torpor, as winter is ours. Dead as these wheat-fields 
now appear, the stubble is thick and stout, and its indi¬ 
cations are more than justified by the harvest they have 
this year yielded. The Califoi'nia State Register gives 
the following as the officially returned wheat-yield of the 
state for the last three years : 
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Years. Total Acres in Wheat. Total Product. 

1856 .171,869 3,879,032 

1857 .164,642 3,205,484 

1858 .186,464 3’568,669 


Giving as the aggregate of three years’ growth of 
wheat, 10,653,185 bushels from 522,975 acres, or more 
than twenty bushels per acre. I am confident that the 
aggregate yield of the Atlantic states for those same 
three years did not exceed ten bushels per seeded acre. 
The average yield of barley throughout the state, ac¬ 
cording to these returns, is about twenty-five bushels, 
and of oats something over thirty bushels, per seeded 
acre. I know the majority will say “These are but 
moderate cropsand so they may be, if compared with 
what might be grown, and in particular instances are 
grown; but if compared with the actual average yield 
of small grain throughout the Atlantic states, they are 
large indeed. 

California—though very little of her soil produces 
good crops of* Indian corn, owing to the coolness of 
her summer nights and the want of seasonable rains— 
now grows her own bread, and may easily grow far 
more. Estimating her population at half a million, her 
last year’s crop exceeded seven bushels per head, which 
is an ample allowance; and this year’s crop is still bet¬ 
ter, with a larger area sown. 

But, while only 756,734 acres in all of the soil of this 
state were cultivated last year (which still shows an in- 


* Yet the returns of 1858 give a yield of 620,323 bushels from 12,978 
acres, or forty-eight bushels per acre where grown. But it can only be 
grown to profit in limited localities. 
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crease on any former year), there were 1,159,813 acres 
of inclosed laml—with of course a much larger area of 
uninclosed—devoted to grazing. Cattle-growing was 
the chief employment of the Californians of other days; 
and cattle-growing next after mining, is the chief busi¬ 
ness of the Californians of 1859. There are compara¬ 
tively few farms yet established, while ranches abound 
on every side. A coital, into which to drive his wild 
herd when use or security is in question, and a field or 
two in which to pasture his milch cows and working 
cattle, are often all of the ranche that is inclosed; the 
herd is simply branded with the owner’s mark and 
turned out to range where they will, being looked after 
occasionally by a mounted ranchero , whose horse is 
trained to dexterity in running among or around them. 
Stables for horses I have seen ; but such a thing as an 
honest, straight-out barn has not blessed my eyes in 
connection with any farm since I left civilized Kansas— 
if even there. A Californian would as soon think of 
cutting hay for the sustenance of his family as for that 
of his herd. In fact, winter is, after spring, his cattle’s 
best season—that in which they can best take care of 
themselves with regard to food. From August to No¬ 
vember is their hardest time. But the herbage which 
rendered the hills and plains one vast flower-garden in 
spring is, though dead and dry as tinder, still nutritious; 
its myriad flowers have given place to seeds which have 
the qualities of grain; and, if the range be broad 
enough, cattle which have nought to do but forage, con¬ 
trive to eke out a pretty fair living. But it were absurd 
to suppose that a single crop of dead herbage can af- 
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ford, acre for acre, equal nourishment with the con¬ 
stantly renewed grasses of an eastern pasture; and 
many herds suffer from want of consideration of this 
fact. As randies are multiplied and herds increased, a 
change of system becomes inevitable. The cattle-grow¬ 
er must fence off a portion of his range and sow it to 
Indian corn, to sorghum, to turnips, beets, and carrots, 
wherewith to supply the deficiency of his summer and 
fall feed. Then he can keep a much larger herd than 
is now profitable if possible, and may double his annual 
product of cheese or butter. At present, I judge this 
product to he smaller per cow or per acre in California 
than in almost any other state, except what is made in 
the high valleys of the Sierra Nevada. 

Fruit, however, is destined to be the ultimate glory 
of California. Nowhere else on earth is it produced so 
readily or so bountifully. Such pears, peaches, apricots, 
nectarines, etc., as load the trees of this valley, and of 
nearly every valley in the state which has had any 
chance to produce them, would stagger the faith of 
nine-tenths of my readers. Peach-trees only six years 
set, which have borne four large burdens of fruit while 
growing luxuriantly each year, are quite common. Ap¬ 
ple-trees, hut three years set, yet showing at least a 
bushel of large, fair fruit, are abundant. I have seen 
peach-trees four or five years from the states which have 
all the fruit they can stagger under, yet have grown 
three feet of new wood over this load during the cur¬ 
rent season. Dwarf-pears, just stuck into the black 
loam, and nowise fertilized or cultivated, but covered 
with fruit the year after they were set, and thencefor- 
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ward bearing larger and larger yields with each suc¬ 
ceeding summer, are seen in almost every tolerably 
cared-for fruit-patch. I cannot discover an instance in 
which any fruit-tree, having borne largely one year, 
consults its dignity or its ease by standing still or grow¬ 
ing wood only the next year, as is common our way. 
I have seen green-gages and other plum-trees so thickly 
6et with fruit that I am sure the plums would far out¬ 
weigh the trees, leaves and all. And not one borer, 
curculio, caterpillar, apple-worm, or other nuisance of 
that large and undelightful family, appears to be known 
in all this region. Under a hundred fruit-trees, you 
will not see one bulb which has prematurely fallen—a 
victim to this destructive brood. 

Of grapes, it is hardly yet time to speak so sanguinely 
as many do; for years will be required to render certain 
their exemption from the diseases and the devastators 
known' to other lands of the vine. But it is certain that 
some kinds of grapes have been grown around the old 
Jesuit Missions for generations, with little care and 
much success; while it does not appear that the more 
delicate varieties recently introduced are less thrifty or 
more subject to attack than their Spanish predecessors, 
and vine-yards are being multiplied and expanded in 
almost every farming neighborhood; single vines and 
patches of choice varieties are shooting up in almost 
every garden throughout the mining regions; and there 
can be little doubt that California is already better sup¬ 
plied with the grape than any other state of the Union. 
That she is destined soon to become largely and profit¬ 
ably engaged in the manufacture and exportation of 





330 


CALIFORNIA PHYSICALLY CONSIDER!*. 


wine, is a current belief here, which I am at once unable 
and disinclined to controvert. 

That California is richest of all the American states 
in timber, as well as in minerals, I consider certain, 
though the forests of Oregon are doubtless stately and 
vast. Even the Coast Range between this valley and 
Santa Cruz on the south-west, is covered by magnificent 
red-w T ood—some of the trees sixteen feet through, and 
fifty in circumference. In soil, I cannot consider her 
equal to Illinois, Iowa, Kansas, or Minnesota; though 
the ready markets afforded by her mines to her farms 
probably render this one of the most inviting states to 
the enterprising, energetic husbandman. But it must 
be considered that not half the soil of California can 
ever be deemed arable; the larger area being covered 
by mountains, ravines, deserts, etc. In fact, when one- 
fourth of the entire state shall have been plowed and 
reduced to tillage, 1 judge that the residue might better 
be left to grow timber and grass. Steep, rocky hill-sides 
on which no rain falls from June to November, can never 
be tilled to much profit. 

This persistent summer drouth is not an unmixed 
evil. It is a guaranty against many insects, and against, 
rust, even in the heaviest grain. Grain and hay are got 
in at far less cost and in much better average condition 
here than they can be where the summers are not 
cloudless and rainless. Weeds are far less persistent 
and pestileut here than at the east; while the air is so 
uniformly dry and bracing, and the days so generally 
tempered by a fresh breeze, that the human frame main¬ 
tains its elasticity in spite of severe and continued exer- 
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tion. I was never before in a region where so much 
could be accomplished to the hand in summer as just 
here. 

And yet—and yet—my early prejudices in favor of 
a refreshing shower occasionally are not fully overcome. 
I dislike to look for miles across so rich and beautiful a 
valley as this of San Jose, and see paralysis and death 
the rule, greenness and life the exception. I dislike to 
see cattle picking at the dry, brown herbage, and can’t 
help thinking they would like a field of sweet, green 
clover, or thick blue grass, a good deal better. This 
may be a mistake on my part; but, if so, it is one that 
does credit to their discernment and taste. And I like 
to see a garden planted in well-grounded reliance on the 
rains of heaven—not dependent for its very existence 
on the “ saki,” or artificial brook, which I am alwaj's 
glad to see flowing into a field, no matter on which side 
of the Rocky Mountains. I believe firmly in irrigation; 
but I prefer land that there is some credit in irrigating, 
to that which must be irrigated, or it might better have 
lain unplowed and unsown. 

Of course it is understood that irrigation is excep¬ 
tional, even here. All the grains are grown here with¬ 
out irrigation; but the Small grains are hurried up 
quite sharply by drouth, and in some instances blighted 
by it, and, at best, are doubtless, much lighter than 
they would be with a good, soaking rain early in June; 
while Indian corn, and most roots and vegetables are 
only, in favored localities, grown to perfection without 
artificial watering. Hence, it is supposed that every 
garden throughout the state, save a part of those near 
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the coast, and within the immediate influence of the 
damp sea-breeze, must have its stream of water, or it 
comes to nothing, and various devices are employed to 
procure the needful fluid. Of these, I like Artesian 
wells far best; and they are already numerous, especi¬ 
ally in this valley. But ordinary wells, surmounted 
by windmills, which press every casual breeze into the 
service, and are often pumping up a good stream of 
water while the owner and all hands are asleep, are 
much more common, and are found to answer very 
well; while some keep their little gardens in fair condi¬ 
tion by simply drawing water, bucket after bucket, in 
the old, hard way. In the valleys, and perhaps on the 
hill-sides as well, it is generally held that the vine re¬ 
quires no irrigation, after being set two years; and the 
better opinion seems to be, that fruit-trees, after two 
years’ watering, do better without. I have not yet 
satisfied myself as to the feasibility of superseding irri¬ 
gation by deep plowing, though my strong conviction 
is, that every orchard and garden should be thoroughly 
dug up and pulverized, to a depth of three, if not four 
feet; and that those so treated, would thereafter need 
little, if any, artificial watering. I hope to learn further 
on this point. 

Let me close this too long letter with a grateful ac¬ 
knowledgment to an emigrant—M. Sheals, I read his 
name—who found my trunk by the Three Crossings of 
Sweetwater (not in the stream, as I supposed it was) and 
brought it along over three hundred miles to Salt Lake 
City, where he delivered it to the California Stage Com¬ 
pany, which forwarded it to me. Mr. Sheals writes 
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that he found it in, or beside the road broken open; 
but, as I do not miss any papers of consequence, I pre¬ 
sume nothing of much value to me was taken from it. 
How it came in the road—the half-mile between the 
station, whence we started that morning, and the place 
where I missed it, having been twice ridden over in 
quest of it within half an hour after its loss—I have not 
yet been able to conjecture, and I will thank whoever 
can, to shed even a ray of light on the subject. If Mr. 
Sheals will favor me with his address, he will add sensi¬ 
bly to the debt I already owe him. 
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Marysville, Cal., Sep. 2, 1859. 

Since my last, I have traversed the rich valley of San 
Jos6, looking through some of its choicer gardens and 
orchards, and stopping at Santa Clara, Warm Spring, 
Old Mission, San Leandro (county seat of Alameda), 
and Oakland, returning to San Francisco, and coming 
thence by steamboat to Sacramento and by a much 
smaller boat up to this city, which I reached last even¬ 
ing, in season to listen to the annual address, by Mr. 
Rhodes of Oroville, at the agricultural fair, and to break 
my own voice for a time in attempting to follow him in 
some off-hand remarks. The edifice erected by the 
public spirit of Marysville for the fairs which are to be 
held here annually, and at which all northern California 
is invited to compete for very liberal premiums, is quite 
spacious and admirably adapted to all its purposes except 
that of public speaking; and herein is collected the 
finest show of fruits and vegetables I ever saw at any¬ 
thing but a state fair. Indian corn not less than twenty 
feet high ; squashes like brass kettles and water-melons 
of the size of buckets, are but average samples of the 
w-onderful productiveness of the Sacramento and Yuba 
valleys, while the peaches, plums, pears, grapes, apples, 
etc., could hardly be surpassed anywhere. The show of 
animals is not extensive, but is very fine in the depart- 
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ments of horses and horned cattle, though lamentably 
meager in every other respect. The most interesting 
feature of this show was its young stock—calves and 
colts scarcely more than a year old, equal in weight and 
size, while far superior in form and symmetry, to ave- 
arge horses and bulls of ripe maturity. With generous 
fare and usage, I am confident that steers and heifers 
two years old in California will equal in size and devel¬ 
opment those a 3 ’ear older in our northern states, and 
that California colts of three years will be fully equal to 
eastern colts of like blood and breeding a good year 
older—an immense advantage to the breeder on the 
Pacific. I am reliably assured that steers a year old, 
never fed but on wild grass, and never sheltered, have 
here dressed six hundred pounds of fine beef. Un¬ 
doubtedly, California is one of the cheapest and best 
stock-growing countries in the world—and will be, after 
these great, slovenly ranches shall have been broken up 
into neat, modest farms, and when the cattle shall be fed 
at least three months in each year on roots, hay and 
sorghum, or other green fodder. 

Marysville is the chief town of northern California, 
and disputes the claim of Stockton to rank third among 
the cities of the state. Unlike Stockton, it is quite 
compactly built, mainly of brick. Its population is 
probably a little over fifteen thousand ; and it expects 
to be soon connected by railroad with Sacramento and 
San Francisco, which will give a new and strong im¬ 
pulse to its already rapid growth. Located at the junc¬ 
tion of the Yuba and Feather Rivers, just above their 
union with the Sacramento, and at the head of steam- 
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boat navigation in the direction of the northern mines, 
it needs but the railroad connections aforesaid to render 
it a formidable rival to Sacramento herself. The census 
of 1870 will probably find its population exceeding fifty 
thousand. 

The valleys of the rivers first named are exceedingly 
deep and fertile, and their productiveness in this vicin¬ 
ity almost surpasses belief. I visited in the suburbs 
this morning, gardens, vineyards, orchards, of rarely 
equaled fruitfulness. The orchard of Mr. Briggs, for 
example, covers a hundred and sixty acres, all in young 
fruit, probably one-half peaches. lie has had a squad 
of thirty or forty men picking and boxing peaches for 
the last month, yet his fruit by the cart-load ripens and 
rots ungathered. The wagons which convey it to the 
mines have their regular stations and relays of horses 
like mail-stages, and are thus pulled sixty miles up 
rough mountain-passes, per day, where twenty-five miles 
would be a heavy day’s work for any one team. But 
he is not sending to the mines only, but by steamboat 
to Sacramento and San Francisco as well. His sales 
last year, I am told, amounted to $90,000; his net in¬ 
come was not less than $40,000. And this was realized 
mainly from peaches, apricots and nectarines; his ap¬ 
ples and pears have barely begun to bear; his cherries 
will yield their first crop next year. There are of course 
heavier fruit-growers in California than Mr. Briggs, but 
he may be taken as a fair sample of the class. Their 
sales will doubtless be made at lower and still lower 
prices; they are now a little higher than those realized 
for similar fruit grown in New-Jersey; they were once 
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many times higher than now; hut, though their prices 
steadily decrease, their incomes do not, because their 
harvests continued to be augmented by at least twenty- 
five per cent, per annum. 

Let me give one other instance of successful fruit¬ 
growing in another district: Mr. Fallon, the Mayor of 
San Jose, has a fine garden, in which are some ten or 
twelve old pear-trees—relics of the Spanish era and of 
the Jesuit missions. The trees being thrifty but the 
fruit indifferent, Mr. F. had them pretty thoroughly 
grafted with the Bartlett variety, and the second year 
thereafter gathered from one tree, one thousand pounds 
of Bartlett pea re, which he sold for two hundred dol¬ 
lars, or twenty cents per pound. The other trees simi¬ 
larly treated, bore him six to seven hundred pounds 
each of that large, delicious fruit, which he sold at the 
same price. And, every' year since, these trees have 
borne large yields of these capital pears. I dare not 
hope for equal success in the east, but surely the expe¬ 
dient of grafting fine, large varieties on our now worth¬ 
less pears, at the same time bounteously enriching the 
soil beneath them, ought to be more generally adopted 
than it has yet been. 

Just a word now on grain. California is still a young 
state, whose industry and enterprise are largely devoted 
to mining; yet she grows the bread of her half a mil¬ 
lion well-fed inhabitants on less than a fortieth part of 
her arable soil, and will this year have some to spare. 
I am confident her wheat-crop of 1859 is over four mil¬ 
lions of bushels, and I think it exceeds twenty-five 
bushels for each acre sown. To-day, its price in San 
16 
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Francisco is below a dollar per bushel, and it is not 
likely to rise very soon. Though grown, harvested and 
threshed by the help of labor which costs her farmers 
from thirty to forty dollars per month, beside board, it 
is still mainly grown at a profit; and so of a very large 
breadth of barley, grown here instead of oats as food 
for working horses and cattle. Though wheat is proba¬ 
bly the fullest, I judge that barley is the surest of any 
grain-crop grown in the state. It has never failed to 
any serious extent. 

Indian corn is not extensively grown; only the Rus¬ 
sian River and one or two other small valleys are gen¬ 
erally supposed well adapted to it. And yet, I never 
saw larger nor better corn growing than stands to-day 
right here on the Yuba—not a few acres merely, but 
hundreds of acres in a body. I judge that nearly all 
the intervales throughout the state would produce good 
corn, if well treated. On the hill-sides, irrigation may 
be necessary, but not in the valleys. Hone has been 
resorted to here; yet the yield of shelled grain will 
range between seventy-five and a hundred bushels per 
acre. And this is no solitary instance. Back of Oak¬ 
land, across the bay from San Francisco, Mr. Hobart, a 
good farmer from Massachusetts, showed me acres of 
heavy corn which he planted last May, after the rains 
had ceased and the dry season fairly set in, since which 
no hoe nor plow has been put into the field; yet the 
soil remains light and porous, while there are very few 
weeds. Hot one drop of water has been applied to this 
farm; yet here are not only corn, but potatoes, beets, 
etc., with any number of young fruit-trees, all green 
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and thriving, by virtue of subsoiling and repeated plow- 
ings last spring. The ground (sward) was broken up 
early in the winter, and cross-plowed whenever weeds 
showed their heads, until planting-time; and this disci¬ 
pline, aided by the drouth, has prevented their starting 
during the summer. Such thorough preparation for a 
crop costs something; hut, this once made, the crop 
needs here only to be planted and harvested. Such 
farming pays. 

The lig-tree grows in these valleys side by side with 
the apple ; ripe figs are now gathered daily from nearly 
all the old Mexican gardens. The olive grows finely 
in Southern California, and I believe the orange and 
lemon as well. But the grape bids fair to become a 
staple throughout the state. Almost every farmer, who 
feels sure of his foot-hold on the land he cultivates, 
either has his vineyard already planted, or is preparing 
to plant one, while most of those who have planted 
are extending from year to year. I have looked 
through many of these vineyards, without finding one 
that is not thrifty—one that, if two years planted, is 
not now loaded w’ith fruit. The profusion and weight 
of the clusters is marvelous to the fresh beholder. I 
will not attempt to give figures; but it is my deliberate 
judgment that grapes may be grown here as cheaply 
as wheat or corn, pound for pound, and that wine will 
ultimately be made here at a cost per gallon not ex¬ 
ceeding that of whisky in Illinois or Ohio. Wine will, 
doubtless, constitute a heavy export of California within 
a very few years. So, I think, will choice timber, 
should the wages of labor even fall here so as to approx- 
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imate our Eastern standards. At present, I estimate 
the average cost of labor in California at just about 
double the rates paid for such labor in the Middle states; 
which, with wheat and beef at New York prices, or 
lower, and clothing little higher in a climate which re¬ 
quires little fuel, ought to make the condition of the 
effective worker here a very fair one. Such I consider 
it to be; while I am assured by practical men that a 
fall of even twenty-five per cent, in wages would incite 
a large and prompt extension of mining, farming, etc., 
affording employment to additional thousands of labor¬ 
ers. Should fair, average day-labor ever fall here to 
a dollar per day, I think the demand for it in mining 
would very speedily be doubled, and soon quadrupled. 
I do not imply that such reduction is either desirable or 
probable; but I can see why the owners of large estates 
or of mining claims should strongly desire an ample 
and incessant immigration. This is plain enough; 
while it is not so obvious, though I deem it equally 
true, that an immigration of one hundred thousand 
effective workers per annum, would be readily absorbed 
by California, and would add steadily and immensely 
to her prosperity and wealth. 

Yet I cannot conclude this survey without alluding 
once more to the deplorable confusion and uncertainty 
of land titles, which has been, and still is the master- 
scourge of this state. The vicious Spanisli-Mexican sys¬ 
tem of granting lands by the mere will of some provin¬ 
cial governor or municipal chief without limitation as 
to area, or precise delineation of boundaries, here de¬ 
velops and matures its most pernicious fruits. Your 
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title may be ever so good, and yet your farm be taken 
from under you by a new survey, proving that said 
title does not cover your tract, or covers it but par¬ 
tially. Hence, many refuse or neglect to improve the 
lands they occupy, lest some title adverse to theirs be 
established, and they legally ousted, or compelled to 
pay heavily for their own improvements. And, in ad¬ 
dition to the genuine Spanish or Mexican grants, which 
the government and courts must confirm and uphold, 
there are fictitious and fraudulent grants—some of them 
only trumped up to be bought off', and often operating 
to create anarchy, and protract litigation between set¬ 
tlers and the real owners. Then there are, doubtless, 
squatters, who refuse to recognize and respect valid 
titles, and waste in futile litigation the money that 
might make the lands they occupy indisputably their 
own. I blame no party exclusively, while I entreat the 
state and federal governments and courts to do their 
utmost to settle the titles to lands in this state beyond 
controversy, at the earliest possible day. Were the 
titles to lands in California to-day as clear as in Ohio 
or Iowa, nothing could check the impetus with which 
California would bound forward in a career of unpar¬ 
alleled thrift and growth. It were far better for the state 
and her people that those titles were wrongly settled, 
than that they should remain as now. I met to-day an 
intelligent farmer, who has had three different farms in 
this state, and has lost them successively by adjudica¬ 
tion adverse to his title. I would earnestly implore 
grantees and squatters to avoid litigation wherever that 
is possible, and arrest it as soon as possible, eschewing 
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appeals, save in flagrant cases, and meeting each other 
half-way in settlement as often as may be. The present 
cost of litigation, enormous as it is, is among the lesser 
evil consequences of this general anarchy as to land- 
titles. 

Should these ever he settled, it will probably be 
found advisable to legislate for the speedy breaking up 
and distribution of the great estates now held under 
good titles by a few individuals. There will never be 
good common schools on, nor about these great domains, 
which will mainly be inhabited by needy and thriftless 
tenants, or dependents of the landlords. An annual 
tax of a few cents per acre, the proceeds to be devoted 
to the erection of school-houses, and the opening of 
roads through these princely estates, would go far to 
effect the desired end. But, whether by this, or by 
some other means, the beneficent end of making the 
cultivators of the soil their own landlords must some¬ 
how be attained—the sooner the better, so that it be 
done justly and legally. In the course of several hun¬ 
dred miles’s travel through the best settled portions of 
this state, I remember having seen but two school-houses 
outside of the cities and villages, while the churches 
are still more uniformly restricted to the centers of pop¬ 
ulation. Whenever the land-titles shall have been set¬ 
tled, and the arable lands have become legally and 
fairly the property of their cultivators, all this will 
be speedily and happily changed. 

I believe, too, that the time is at hand when some 
modification of the present mining laws will be demand¬ 
ed and conceded. Hitherto, the operators with pick 
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and pan have been masters of the state, and have ruled 
it, like other aristocracies, with a sharp eye to their own 
supposed interests. To dig up a man’s fenced garden, 
or dig down his house, in quest of gold, is the legal 
privilege of any miner who does not even pretend to 
have any rights in the premises but such as the pre¬ 
sumed existence of gold thereon gives him. Of course, 
the law contemplates payment for damages sustained; 
but suppose the digger is pecuniarily irresponsible, and 
digs down your house without finding any more gold 
than he spends in the quest, what are you to do about 
it? Such laws, I trust, cannot stand. I am sure they 
should not 
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San Francisco, Sept. 4-5, 1859. 

The entire area of this state is officially estimated as 
containing a fraction less than one hundred millions of 
acres; but, as this total includes bays as well as lakes, 
rivers, etc., the actual extent of unsubmerged land can 
hardly exceed ninety millions of acres, or rather more 
than nine times the area of New Hampshire or Ver¬ 
mont—perhaps twice the area of the state of New York. 
It is only a guess on my part, but one founded on con¬ 
siderable travel and observation, which makes not more 
than one-third of this extent—say thirty millions of 
acres—properly arable; the residue being either rugged¬ 
ly mountainous, hopelessly desert, or absorbed in the 
tule marshes which line the San Joaquin and perhaps 
some other rivers. The arable thirty millions of acres 
—nearly the area of all New England, except Maine— 
are scarcely equaled in capacity of production by any 
like area on earth. They embrace the best vine-lands 
on this continent, to an extent of many millions of acres 
—an area capable of producing all the wine and all the 
raisins annually consumed on the globe. All the fruits 
of the temperate zone are grown here in great luxuri¬ 
ance and perfection, together with the fig, olive, etc., to 
which the lemon and orange may be added in the 
south. No other land on earth produces wheat, rye, 
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and barley so largely with so little labor as the great 
majority of these thirty million acres; a portion of 
them are well adapted also to Indian corn. To stock¬ 
growing in an easy, slovenly, reckless way, this mild 
climate and fertile soil also lend themselves readily; 
yet I must believe that many more acres are required 
here to graze a thousand head of cattle than in New 
York or Kentucky, and that the capacities of California 
to furnish beef and milk in this poor fashion have been 
taxed very nearly to the utmost. Doubtless, four, six, 
or even ten times the present number of cattle will be 
fed here at some future day, but not wholly on the 
spontaneous growth of the valleys and hill-sides. Nay, 
I hear already that, as the wild oats and natural grasses 
are closely fed year after year, so as to preclude their 
seeding or prevent the seed falling to the earth and ger¬ 
minating, they gradually die out, and are supplanted 
by coarse, worthless weeds. Evidently—and I rejoice 
over the fact—the day of ranches, or broad unfenced 
domains over which the cattle of the owner range at 
will, protected only by his brand from indiscriminate 
appropriation, is passing away for ever. And it is high 
time. Though the range is yet many acres per head, 
and the feed ample for the greater part of the year, yet 
the cows of California give less milk to-day than a like 
number kept for milk on any other portion of the globe. 
The dry grass and stubble on which they subsist keep 
them in fair flesh, but furnish a scanty overplus for but¬ 
ter and cheese. Good butter is worth fifty cents and 
over per pound, and has generally at this season a white, 
insipid look, like that made in winter at the east. 

15* 
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Cheese commands twenty-five cents per pound, and is 
seldom seen on hotel or private tables. Yet the produc¬ 
tion, though meager, is rapidly increasing; the little 
valleys opening directly on the Pacific, and thus kept 
green by its fogs and damp winds, in spite of the six 
months’ absence of rain, yielding it most abundantly. 
A cheese weighing seven hundred and fifty pounds, the 
product of a single dairy, is now here, on its way to the 
State Fair at Sacramento; the large store in which I 
saw it is full, from basement to attic, of California-made 
cheese. Yet California does not nearly supply her own 
wants, whether of cheese or butter, and never will until 
her dairymen shall deem it profitable to shelter their 
stock in winter and supply them with green fodder in 
later summer and fall. Whenever they shall generally 
devote one-quarter of their lands to growing Chilian 
clover, sowed corn, beets, parsnips and carrots, where¬ 
with to feed their cows from August to February, they 
will make twice or thrice their present product of butter 
and cheese, and prove theirs one of the best dairy re¬ 
gions on earth. But habits, especially bad ones, are 
stubborn things, and they will only come to this wisdom 
by degrees. 

Whether California would be a better country if it 
had rain in Summer, I have already somewhat consid¬ 
ered. That it would be more inviting and attractive in 
aspect, especially to those unaccustomed to such sterility 
through the latter half of each year, cannot be doubted. 
With such rain, its natural pasturage would suffice for 
twice its present number of cattle, while cultivation 
could be extended far up into the mountains, on lands 
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now deemed arable only when irrigated. Yet, on the 
other hand, these dry summers have their advantages. 
By their aid, the most bountiful harvests of hay and 
grain are secured in the best order, and by means of the 
least possible labor. "Weeds are not half so inveterate 
and troublesome here as in rainy countries. A given 
amount of labor accomplishes far more in any direction 
than at the east. The wise man may start on a jour¬ 
ney, of business or pleasure, without consulting his 
barometer, and the fool without looking into his alma¬ 
nac. Nobody, save in winter or early spring, ever casts 
an apprehensive look at the skies; it may be cloudy or 
foggy, as it often is; but you know it cannot rain till 
next November, and lay your plans accordingly. I 
have passed large fields of standing wheat that have 
been dead-ripe for at least a month; they will shell 
some when eut, but the grain will be bright and plump 
as ever. All through the grain region, you see wheat 
that has been threshed and sacked, and piled up in the 
open field where it grew, to await the farmer’s conve¬ 
nience in taking it to market; and it may lie so for 
months without damage, unless from squirrels or go¬ 
phers. Wheat is sown throughout the winter, though 
the earlier sown is the surer. Plowing commences with 
the rains, and sowing should follow as closely as may 
be. Very decent crops of “ volunteer” grain are often 
grown, by simply harrowing in the seed shelled out and 
lost in the process of harvesting—sometimes even 
though the harrowing is omitted. But the ground 
squirrels are apt to intercept this process by filling the 
grain-fields with their holes, and eating up all the 6cat- 
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tered grain and a good deal more. They are a great 
pest in many localities, and strychnine is freely and ef¬ 
fectively employed to diminish their numbers. 

THE MOUNTAINS AND MINES. 

I have estimated that barely one-third of the total 
area of unsubmerged California is perfectly arable : but 
it would be a great mistake to suppose the residue 
worthless. At least thirty millions of acres more are 
covered by rugged hills and mountains, mainly tim¬ 
bered—much of the timber being large and of the best 
quality. Yellow, pitch and sugar-pine—the pitch-pine 
being scarcely akin to its stunted and scrubby New-Eng- 
land namesake, but a tall and valuable tree—the sugar 
being nearly identical with our white-pine, save that its 
sap is saccharine—white-cedar, red-wood, spruce, 1 al- 
sam-fir—all these averaging at least twice the size of 
the trees in any forest I ever saw elsewhere, while the 
balsam is just the most shapely and graceful tree on 
earth—such are the forests which cover all but the 
snowy peaks of the mountains of California. Trees six 
to eight feet in diameter, are as common in the Sierra 
Nevada, and I hear in the coast range also, as those 
three to four feet in diameter are (or were) in the pine 
forests of New-York and New-England. Consider that 
these giants look down on the gold mines wherein a very 
large proportion of the most active population of this 
state must for ages be employed, while the agricultural 
districts lie just below them, and even the seaboard 
cities are but a day’s ride further, and the value of these 
forests becomes apparent. The day is not distant-— 
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there are those living who will see it—when what is 
now California will have a population of three to six 
millions; then eligible timber-lands in the Sierra will 
be worth more per acre than would now be paid for 
farms in the richest valleys near San Francisco. 

The timber of the lower hills and plains is generally 
oak—short-bodied, wide-spreading, and of poor quality, 
save for fuel, being brash (easily broken, like a clay 
pipe-stem), and not durable The more common variety 
looks like the w’hite-oak found in New England pas¬ 
tures, but resembles it in looks only. Live-oak is next 
in abundance, and also a poor article. It has a smooth, 
dark bark, a short, crooked trunk, a profusion of good- 
for-nothing limbs, and small, deep green leaves, which 
defy the frosts of winter. The trunk is often barked by 
vandals for tanning, leaving the tree standing alive, but 
certain to die. Black and rock-oak are found in some 
of the mountain valleys, and seem to be of fair quality. 
Large cotton-wood and sycamore line some of the 
streams, but very sparingly. Her evergreens are the 
pride of California. 

The gold mines are generally found among the foot¬ 
hills of the Sierra, or in the beds of the streams which 
traverse those hills. In many instances, hills now tower 
where rivers once ran—how long since, who may tell ? 
Trees in a state of semi-petrifaction are dug out from 
under hundreds of feet of solid earth, which seems to 
have lain undisturbed for thousands of years. The beds 
of ancient lakes are covered by rugged heights; and, 
these beds being often auriferous, it is one of the arts of 
the miner to know just where to tunnel through the 
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“rim rock” so as to strike what was the bottom of the 
lake, and thus extract its gold as cheaply as may be. 
Washing the beds of modern streams, which was the 
earliest and most profitable field of mining adventure, 
is now nearly at an end, or turned over to the Chinese, 
who are willing to work hard and steadily for much 
less than will satisfy the aspirations of a Yankee. There 
are still some creek-beds that will pay in winter, when 
water is abundant, that remain to be washed out; but, 
in the main, river-mining is at its last gasp. Very few 
dams are being or have recently been constructed to 
turn rivers from their beds and permit those beds to be 
sluiced out; and I doubt that this special department 
of mining ever paid its aggregate cost. The expense is 
serious; the product often moderate, and subject to 
many contingencies. Henceforth, dams will be con¬ 
structed mainly to feed the canals or “ ditches ” whereby 
water is supplied to works that must otherwise be aban¬ 
doned. Of these ditches, The State Register for 1859, 
has a list of several hundreds in number, amounting in 
the aggregate to five thousand seven hundred and twen¬ 
ty-six miles of artificial water-courses constructed wholly 
for mining purposes, at a total cost of $13,575,400, or 
about twice that of the original Erie Canal. The largest 
of these ditches is that of the Eureka Canal Company, 
leading water from the north fork of the Cosumnes 
Kiver to Diamond Springs, two hundred and ninety 
miles, at a cost of eighty thousand dollars; but there are 
many far more expensive and important, being far larger 
and carried over a more difficult country. At the head 
of these stand the Mokelumne-Hill Canal, in Calaveras 
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County, only sixty miles long, but costing six hundred 
thousand dollars, the Columbia and Stanislaus, in Tuo¬ 
lumne County, eighty miles long, which also cost six 
hundred thousand dollars, and the South Yuba Canal, 
in Nevada County, costing five hundred thousand dol¬ 
lars. Many larger enterprises than even these have 
been projected, but not yet carried out, because capi¬ 
talists cannot be found willing to supply the needful 
cash. Thus, in Mariposas alone it has been estimated 
that an annual rental of ten millions of dollars would 
be paid for water, could enough of it be had at living 
rates. I merely guess that it could not be paid many 
years. 

I do not suppose that the gold mines of California 
will ever be thorougly worked out—certainly not in the 
next thousand years; yet I do not anticipate any con¬ 
siderable increase in their annual production, because I 
deem fifty millions of dollars per annum as much as can 
be taken out at a profit, under existing circumstances. 
The early miners of California reaped what nature had 
been quietly sowing through countless thousands of 
years. Through the action of frost and fire, growth 
and decay, air and water, she had been slowly wearing 
down the primitive rocks in which the gold was origin¬ 
ally deposited, washing away the lighter matter, and 
concentrating the gold thus gleaned from cubic miles 
of stubborn quartz and granite into a few cubic feet of 
earth at the bottom of her water-courses. Many a 
miner has thus taken out in a day gold which could not 
in weeks have been extracted from the rock where it 
first grew. Even the hills, in which it is now mainly 
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found, can be washed down at one dollar or less per 
cubic yard, by the best hydraulic appliances. But 
when the miner is brought face to face with the rough 
granite, which he must drill, and blast, and tunnel for 
all the gold he gets, the case is bravely altered. He 
may make money here; he sometimes does; but I am 
sure that, up to this hour, not one quartz-mining enter- 
prize in every four has paid its bare expenses; and, 
though there will be brilliant exceptions, I am confident 
that quartz-mining, as a whole, will not pay for many 
years to come. Either labor must be cheaper, or the 
process of quartz-mining far more economical and effi¬ 
cient, or the yield per ton much greater, before one 
undeniably auriferous quartz-vein in ten will pay the 
cost of working it. And, while I presume improve¬ 
ments will, from time to time, be made, I hear doubt- 
ingly the talk of sanguine inventors and operators of 
doubling the product of gold by this or that new amal¬ 
gamator, or other device. So many of these contrivan¬ 
ces have proved futile, or of little worth, that I wait. 
Chemical tests indicate that a portion of the gold actu¬ 
ally contained in the vein-stone (especially if a sulpliu- 
ret) is now obtained by the crushing and washing pro¬ 
cess ; but how soon, or by what process, this proportion 
may be essentially increased, I do not know—who does ? 
And, until it shall be, I must consider quartz-mining, 
with labor at the present rates, the poorest business now 
prosecuted in California. A few, who have struck 
pockets rather than veins of peculiarly rich quartz, are 
making a good thing of it, and their luck is in every¬ 
one’s mouth; but of the hundreds who drive up long 
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adits through dead rock, or sink costly shafts to strike 
a vein at the best point, and tind it, after all, too poor 
to pay for working, little is said or thought, till they 
drop into the gulf of acknowledged bankruptcy, and 
pass away. I believe fewer quartz-veins are being 
worked to-day than were some years ago; I think fewer 
still will be worked a year hence, and thenceforward, 
until cheaper labor, or more effective processes shall 
have rendered quartz-mining a very different business. 
And, until such change is effected, I apprehend that 
the annual gold product of California will not be essen¬ 
tially augmented. 

POPULATION-EDUCATION—MORALS. 

The total population of Upper California (our Cali¬ 
fornia, in contradistinction to the peninsula still held 
by Mexico), was estimated, on the 1st of January, 1849, 
at twenty-six thousand; viz.: natives of the coun¬ 
try (not including Indians) thirteen thousand; United 
States Americans, eight thousand; Europeans, five 
thousand. The aborigines were estimated, in 1856, by 
Colonel Henley, superintendent of Indian affairs, at 
sixty-five thousand. I deem this a gross exaggeration. 
Six Indian reservations have been officially established 
in different sections of the state, on which all the In¬ 
dians have been gathered that could be; and these 
amount to barely seventeen thousand two hundred and 
five, according to the official returns, which, being the 
basis of requisitions on the government, are certain not 
to fall below the truth. I do not believe there are so 
many more Indians in the state; and, whatever may 
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be the number, it is steadily and rapidly diminishing. 
These Indians are generally idle and depraved, while 
the white men who come in contact with them are 
often rascals and ruffians, who bold that Indians have 
“ no rights that r wliite men are bound to respect.” By 
these, the poor savages are intruded upon, hunted, 
abused, robbed, outraged, until they are themselves 
driven to acts of violence, when a “ war ” ensues, and 
they are butchered without mercy. If an honest census 
of the various tribes and bands be taken in 1860, their 
number will not be found to much exceed thirty thou¬ 
sand, which 1870 will find reduced to ten thousand. 
The native or Spanish Californians are already reduced 
in number since 1849, and are now mainly confined to 
the southern agricultural counties. I have not seen 
half a dozen'of them in a month’s travel through the 
heart of the state. 

The census of 1850 made the total population of Cali¬ 
fornia (Indians not counted) ninety-two thousand five 
hundred and ninety-seven; but there were some coun¬ 
ties from which no returns were received, which, it was 
estimated, would increase the aggregate to one hundred 
and seventeen thousand five hundred and thirty-eight. 
Only two years thereafter, a state census was taken, 
which increased the number to two hundred and sixty- 
four thousand four hundred and thirty-five—it having 
more than doubled (by immigration) in two years. Of 
this number, only twenty-two thousand one hundred and 
ninety-three were females—less than one-tenth of the 
whole; while the great majority were men in the vigor¬ 
ous prime of life. The state of public morals among a 
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population so disproportioned, in a land far removed 
from the restraining influences of home and kindred, 
were better imagined than described. 

To-day, the total population of the golden state (ex¬ 
cluding Indians) is probably not less than half a million; 
the census of 1860 will doubtless give a still larger ag¬ 
gregate. Of these, I judge that some fifty thousand 
are Chinese, with about an equal number of Europeans 
or Mexicans, not including those who, by treaty or nat¬ 
uralization, have become American citizens. Of the 
half million, probably seventy-five thousand are under 
eighteen years of age, while perhaps an equal number 
are women and girls over eighteen, though I fear not. 
This would leave three hundred and fifty thousand men, 
including boys over eighteen, nearly all in the prime 
of life—vigorous, active, enterprising, and industrious. 
There are idlers, and drones here as elsewhere; but 
there probably was never before a community of half 
a million people capable of doing so much good work 
in a year as this population of California. The facts 
that they mine gold to the extent of fifty millions of 
dollars annually, while growing four millions of bushels 
of wheat, five millions of bushels of barley, with large 
amounts of other grains and an ample supply of vege¬ 
tables and fruits for home consumption, would go far 
toward establishing the fact. 

But the industry of California produces important 
results which are not exhibited above. No part of the 
union is making more rapid strides in building, fencing, 
opening farms, setting fruit-trees, breeding stock, etc. 
The number of grape-vines alone was increased from 
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1,540,134 in 1856 to 3,954,548 last year, (of which 
1,650,000 were in the southern county of Los Angeles 
alone.) The aggregate will be carried this year above 
6,000,000. Los Angeles in 1857 produced 350,000 gal¬ 
lons of wine. Probably no other market on earth is so 
well supplied with fruit throughout the year as that of 
San Francisco — a city hardly yet ten years old. Straw¬ 
berries are abundant here to-day, and are in season from 
April to December. Raspberries are ripe in May, and 
are now plentiful and perfect. Peaches are fresh from 
June to November. Grapes come in July, and are sold 
till December. All these and other fruits require pre¬ 
paration and outlay before they begin to make returns. 
The orchards and vineyards of California have cost mil¬ 
lions of dollars, which are destined to return to their 
proprietors with interest in the course of a few years. 
As yet, there are probably more apple-trees in the state 
than there have been gathered bushels of apples up to 
this day. 

The following are the latest school statistics of the 
state that I have been able to find: 


Year. Com. Schools. Teachers. ♦Pupils. 

1853.53 66 11,242 

1856 .313 411 30,019 

1857 .367 486 36,222 


Next after the deficiency of women shown to exist in 
the population of California, this “ beggarly account ” 


* This number of pupils was not in actual attendance on the schools, but 
is a return of all the children between four and eighteen years living in 
the cities or towns which had organized schools. The number who actual¬ 
ly attended school for even a part of a term was of course much smaller. 
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of schools is the darkest shade in the picture. I be¬ 
lieve I have seen but two school-houses outside of cities 
or considerable villages in the course of my travels 
through the state. And, so long as ranches , of five 
hundred to many thousand acres each, stand in place of 
small, neat, well-cultivated farms, this deficiency, though 
it may be modified, will continue. 

I have visited several of the common schools of San 
Francisco, and found them admirable in their appoint¬ 
ments, under intelligent and vigilant supervision, and 
in a high state of efficiency. There may somewhere be 
better managed Seminaries than the High School, but 
I never entered their doors. Most of the smaller cities 
are taking hold of the subject in the right spirit, but 
under many disadvantages. Youth are too often kept 
away from school to earn money which their parents 
could do without, and many parents wait till they have 
improved their circumstances essentially before they 
think of educating their children. I was told in Marys¬ 
ville that many of the pupils of fourteen years and up¬ 
ward, in her schools, were just learning to read. There 
ought to be two thousand good common schools in ope¬ 
ration this winter in California; but I fear there will 
not be six hundred. I entreat the early and earnest at¬ 
tention of her better citizens to her lamentable lack of 
schools. In no way can her energy and wealth be bet¬ 
ter employed than in multiplying and improving them. 

WHAT IS THE INDUCEMENT FOR FURTHER IMMIGRATION? 

I have endeavored so to arrange the facts embodied 
in my letters from this state as to furnish an answer 
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to this question. I will here only sum up my conclu¬ 
sions : 

1. California has still a great need of virtuous, edu¬ 
cated, energetic women. One hundred thousand more 
of these would find homes and be useful here. Cer¬ 
tainly, I would advise no woman to pitch into such a 
community devoid of the protection of relatives or 
trusted friends; but women w r ho can teach, manage a 
dairy, keep house, etc., and do not fancy any useful 
work degrading, are still greatly needed here. House 
servants command twenty to thirty dollars per month; 
capable female workers in other capacities are paid in 
proportion. For a resolute, capable young woman, 
who has a married sister or trusted friend here, and who 
is not detained elsewhere by strong natural ties, I believe, 
there is no better country than this. 

Good farmers, who have considerable means, but 
especially those who understand the dairy business, and 
have families who can and will tender them efficient 
help in it, can also do well here. The naked facts that, 
while wheat now sells for one dollar per bushel, butter 
brings fifty and cheese twenty-five cents per pound, are 
enough to show that dairy-farming is profitable. The 
best grazing country is found along the coast; but it is 
all good for those who understand it, and are willing to 
grow feed for a part of each year. Bees do far better 
here than elsewhere, are worth one hundred dollars per 
hive, and good property at that. Fruit-growing is still 
profitable; vine-growing will always be. I believe a 
young, energetic, intelligent farmer, with a good wife 
and two thousand dollars or over, can do as well in 
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California as elsewhere, in spite of the horrible confu¬ 
sion of land-titles. Buy no tract of which the title is at 
all doubtful, unless you can buy all the conflicting 
claims, but pay higher for good land well located, and 
as to the ownership of which there is no dispute. Such 
may at all times be found; if settlers were willing to 
pay for this rather than buy uncertainties at lower 
rates, it would be far better for them. 

I do not think it advisable for young men, or any 
others, to come here expecting to “make their pile,” 
and return to the east. The chances for doing this, al¬ 
ways doubtful, have nearly ceased to exist. No more 
merchants or clerks are wanted; and of those who come 
hereafter, nine-tenths will go back disappointed and im¬ 
poverished, or stay here paupers. Goods are sold in 
California at as reasonable rates, all things considered, 
as in New England or New York, and there are quite 
sellers enough. The chances for “ big strikes ” in the 
mines are few, and greenhorns cannot share them. 
Mining is reduced to a business, and one, at best, no 
better, in the average, than other business. The men 
who dig the gold carry away but a small share of it. 
Better leave the chances of gold-digging to those who 
understand it. 

As to labor for wages, it is generally well paid here 
—say from twenty-five to forty dollars per month, be¬ 
side board, and for mechanics still higher. But employ¬ 
ment is precarious, whether in the cities, or the mines, 
while the farmers are shy of hiring at high wages when 
wheat brings but one dollar per bushel. I cannot con¬ 
sider it worth any man’s while to risk the price of a 
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passage hither for the chance of getting employment by 
the month. The experiment will usually cost all it 
comes to. If you come to California at all, come to 
stay; and nowhere else will you find a little money 
more desirable than here. Even one thousand dollars, 
well applied, may, with resolute industry and frugality, 
place you soon on the high road to independence. 

But the steamship’s shrill pipe gives warning that I 
must be up and away. I had ardently hoped and ex¬ 
pected to return by the Butterfield Overland Mail, via 
Los Angeles, Fort Yumas, Tueson, El Paso, etc., but 
this was not to be. These pestilent boils, which are the 
scourge of many overland comers to California, forbid 
it. I have no choice but to return by way of the 
Isthmus, for I can wait no longer. And so, as the good 
steamer Golden Age swings from her moorings, I wave 
to my many and generous friends in California—whose 
number I trust my visit has not tended to diminish—a 
fervent and hearty adieu ! 
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CALIFORNIA- - - FINAL GLEANINGS. 

Steamship Golden Age, Pacific Ocean, Sept. 9. 1859. 

Though my overland journey is ended, some facts 
gathered in its last stages remain to be noted. They 
relate exclusively to the moral and intellectual well¬ 
being and prospects of the golden state. 

RELIGION. 

The last State Register gives a tabular view of reli¬ 
gious denominations, making two hundred and sixteen 
Christian, and five Jewish congregations in the state, 
with two hundred and eighty-nine Christian, and three 
Hebrew clergymen. Of the Christian, one hundred and 
thirty-three—nearly one half—are Methodists, and sev¬ 
enty-one—nearly one-fourth—are Roman Catholics. I 
hear from different quarters that the Methodists and 
Catholics manifest generally far more energy and vitality 
than the other churches. The Catholics enjoy certain 
marked advantages over all others. Theirs is the 
church of the tdd Californians—that is, of the Spanish- 
Mexican population without exception—also a part of 
the Indians. The Catholic inhabitants are estimated to 
exceed one hundred thousand. But the old church is 
strong in position and wealth, as well as numbers. 
Much of the most valuable land in the state was long 
since conceded by Spanish or Mexican officials to the 
Catholic missions; and, though a good deal of this has 
16 
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been clntehed by squatters, a very valuable property 
still remains. Santa Clara College, near Sail Jose, is 
probably the best literary institution in the state, an'd 
attracts many sons of non-Catholic parents, though a 
Catholic seminary. It has by far the largest theologi¬ 
cal library to be found on this coast. Oakland College, 
opposite San Francisco, is a young, but thriving semin¬ 
ary, under Orthodox direction. There is to be a San 
Francisco University, I believe, but is not yet. Whatever 
colleges of a high grade may be established in the state, 
for many years will owe their existence to religion. 

As yet, the great majority of the non-Catholic Cali¬ 
fornians have no habit of attendance on religious wor¬ 
ship—no proclaimed attachment to any- church what¬ 
ever. Estimating their number, (not including Chinese 
or Indians) at three hundred and fifty thousand, I judge 
that less than one-tenth of them statedly attend church, 
or make any religious profession. I simply state the 
facts as they appear to me, without drawing therefrom 
any deduction beyond this: an unsettled, homeless pop¬ 
ulation rarely or never build churches, or habitually 
frequent them. 

THE TRESS. # 

There are between ninety and one hundred periodi¬ 
cals published in California. Thirty-one of the forty- 
five counties have each one or more journals. Of 
these, twenty are issued daily—six of them of the 
Buchanan-Lecompton stripe in politics, three anti-Le- 
compton, and only one {The San Francisco Times) 
decidedly republican. The remainder are independent 
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—most of them with strong anti-Lecompton proclivities. 
At the head of these stands The Sacramento Union 
(daily and weekly), which, by means of extensive and 
systematic reporting, presents the fullest and fairest 
account of whatever is said or done in California of any 
journal, and which has, very naturally, the largest and 
widest circulation. Next in importance and influence 
stands The Alta California , the oldest paper in the 
state, and I believe the first ever issued in San Fran¬ 
cisco. The Bulletin is the only evening paper issued 
in that city, and is distinguished for the fullness of its 
correspondence. The California Farmer , by Colonel 
Warren, is the pioneer work in its line, and has hardly 
been exceeded in usefulness to California by any other. 
I trust it has a long and prosperous career before it. 

Of the weekly newspapers issued in the state, twenty- 
five support Lecompton democracy, fourteen are anti- 
Lecompton, only two or three republican; the residue 
independent—several of them with strong and outspoken 
anti-Lecompton tendencies. It will thus be seen that 
the influence of the local press leans strongly to the side 
of whatever may for the time being be commended as 
regular democracy. No state is more intensely scourged 
by office-seeking than California; offices being here 
numerous and salaries and pickings very fat; hence 
each county has its powerful junto of office-seekers who 
understand (if little else) that the way to their goal lies 
through “ sticking to the party,” right or wrong—in 
fact, if it be wrong, the merit of sticking to it is, in the 
party sense, so much greater, and the reward is likely to 
be larger. Intelligent as a majority of the people of 
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this state are known to be, it is still deplorably true that 
the great mass of the facts which impelled and necessi¬ 
tated the republican movement and organization have 
never been made known through their journals—not 
even through those of the independent order. To this 
hour, California, otherwise well informed imagines that 
there was no serious struggle in Kansas—or if there 
was, that one side was about as much in fault as the 
other—that Kansas was invaded, her people driven from 
the polls, her ballot-boxes stuffed, and the verdict of her 
settlers falsified (if at all,) as much by republicans 
(whence ?) as by the Missouri border ruffians! One 
democrat with whom I discussed the matter supposed 
they came over from Iowa! Had the independent 
press done its simple duty in the premises, such mon¬ 
strous fabrications could neither be credited nor profit¬ 
ably coined. But I rejoice in the hope that the break 
on Lecompton insures a more ample and truthful pre¬ 
sentment of the current history of the great struggle 
hereafter. I trust that the people of this state are not 
much longer to be held in the leading-strings of .slavery 
and sham-democracy. 

Of the ninety-odd periodicals in California, three are 
printed in the French language, two in Spanish, one in 
German ; and at least one in Chinese. (Whoever would 
subscribe to “ The Chinese News ” should address its 
editor, Hung Tai, at Sacramento.) Six are devoted to 
religion ; two to agriculture; nine or ten to literature, 
mining, medicine, etc. About one-third of the whole 
number are issued from San Francisco alone. 
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SAN FRANCISCO. 

' The city of San Francisco is built along the eastern 
base afid up the side of a row of high sand-hills, which 
stretch southwardly from the Golden Gate, between the 
Pacific ocean on the west and the bay of San Francisco 
on the east. The city has been built out into the bay 
some fifty to a hundred rods by carting in sand from 
the eastern slope of the hills, which are thus left more 
abrupt than they originally were. The compactly built 
district seems rather more than two miles north and 
south, by somewhat less east and west. I judge that 
the city is destined to expand in the main southwardly, 
or along the bay, avoiding the steep ascent toward the 
west. The^ county covers 26,000 acres, of which one- 
half will probably be covered in time by buildings or 
country-seats. I estimate the present population at 
about 80,000.* It seems not to have increased very 
rapidly for some years past; and this is as it should be. 
San Francisco has the largest trade of any city on the 
Pacific; but as yet she is the emporium of California 
and Oregon only. A railroad communication with the 
Atlantic states would make her the New-York of this 
mighty ocean—the focus of the trade of all America 
west of the Andes and Pocky Mountains, and of Poly¬ 
nesia as well, with an active and increasing Australian 
commerce. Without an inter-oceanic railroad, she must 
grow slowly, because the elements of her trade have 


* The S. F. Directory for 1859 makes it 78,083, including 3,150 Chi¬ 
nese and 1,605 Africans. 
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been measured and their limits nearly reached. The 
gold product of this region has for years averaged about 
fifty millions per annum, and is not likely soon to rise 
much above that amount. That sum does not fequirc, 
and will not create, a larger mart than San Francisco 
now is. The horrible anarchy of land titles forbids any 
rapid expansion of agricultural industry hereabouts; 
but if it were to expand, where is its market ? Wheat 
is cheaper here to-day than in New-York or Liverpool; 
yet whither can any considerable amount of it be ex¬ 
ported at a profit? I do not know. 

With an efficient protective tariff, San Francisco 
would become, what she ought now to be, a great man¬ 
ufacturing center—the united Manchester and Birming¬ 
ham of the South Seas. She ought to make half the 
wares she now merely buys and sells. Under our pre¬ 
sent. tariff, with the high rates of labor prevailing in 
this state, this cannot be. She is evidently destined to 
become a great city, but not yet. 

Some of the elements of greatness she certainly has— 
a spacious, secure, magnificent harbor, with easy access 
to the ocean, and a noble river communication inland; 
a temperate and equable climate—one very favorable 
to the highest efficiency in industry, though I do not 
deem it a pleasant one; an inexhaustible supply of the 
finest timber close at hand; the richest mines of the 
precious metals ; and a fertile, beautiful, but not unlim¬ 
ited agricultural region filling up the interval between 
her and those mines, and stretching hundreds of miles 
north and south. She has a population rarely surpassed 
in intelligence, enterprise, and energy. Add to these a 
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railroad and telegraph to the Atlantic, and she could 
hardly fail to grow- in population, trade, industry, and 
wealth, with a rapidity for which there have been few 
precedfents. 

San Francisco has some fine buildings, but is not a 
well-built city—as, indeed, how could she be % She is 
hardly yet ten years old, has been three or four times 
in good part laid in ashes, and is the work mainly of 
men of moderate means, who have paid higher for the 
labor they required than was ever paid elsewhere for 
putting so much wood, stone, brick and mortar into 
habitations or stores. Her growth for the first five years 
of her existence was very rapid; but Pottsville, Chica¬ 
go, Liverpool, have also had rapid growths, and St. 
Louis is now expanding faster than this city has done 
since 1852. Cities are created and enlarged by the 
wants of populations outside of their own limits; San 
Francisco will take another start when she shall have 
become beneficent if not indispensable to a much larger 
radius than that now buying and selling mainly through 
her. In the hope that the time for this is not far dis¬ 
tant, I bid her God speed. 
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A RAILROAD To THE PACIFIC. 

New York, Oct. 20, 1859. 

I propose in this letter to present such considerations 
as seem to me pertinent and feasible, in favor of the 
speedy construction of a railroad, connecting at some 
point our eastern network of railways with the waters 
of the Pacific ocean. 

Let facts be submitted to, and pondered by consid¬ 
erate, reflecting men. There are thousands of usually 
intelligent citizens, who have decided that a Pacific 
railroad is a humbug—the fantasy of demagogues and 
visionaries—without having ever given an hour’s earnest 
consideration to the facts in the case. Let me have a 
patient hearing while 1 set forth some of the more ma¬ 
terial of those facts: and first, in answer to the question, 
Is there a national need of a railroad from, the Missouri 
to the Pacific? Let us study the records: 

The number of passengers arriving at, and departing 
from San Francisco by water, so far as we have official 
returns of them, is as follows: 


Years. Arrivals. Departnres. 

1849 . 91,415 No returns. 

1850 .30,462 No returns. 

1851 ..'..21,182 No returns. 

1852 .66,988 22,946 

1853 ..’.33,232 30,001 

1854 .41,531 23,508 

1855 .29,198 22,898 

1856 .28,119 22,141 

1851.22,990 16,902 

Total.381,101 139,002 
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Of course, these were not all from the Atlantic slope, 
via the Isthmus, or Nicaragua; but the great mass of 
them were. Probably most of those brought by small 
vessels from the Pacific ports were not reported to, or 
recorded at the custom-house at all. There were some 
immigrants to California, who did not land at San Fran¬ 
cisco ; though the great mass undoubtedly did. Then 
there was a heavy, though capricious overland emigra¬ 
tion. Governor Bigler stated the number in 1854 alone 
at sixty-one thousand four hundred and sixty-two; and 
there was a very large migration across the Plains hi 
1852. In 1857, the number was estimated at twelve 
thousand five hundred. This year, my estimate of the 
number, founded on personal observation, is thirty 
thousand; but others make it forty thousand to sixty 
thousand. There was, also, a very considerable emi¬ 
grant movement across the Plains in an easterly di¬ 
rection. So far, I have taken no account of the emi¬ 
gration to, and travel from Oregon and Washington. 
I know I am within bounds in estimating the number 
who have passed from the Atlantic slope to California 
and Oregon or Washington at an average of fifty thou¬ 
sand, while the average number who have annually 
returned thence cannot have fallen below thirty thou¬ 
sand. 

Can there be any doubt that nine-tenths of these 
would have traveled by railroad, had such a road 
stretched from the Missouri or Mississippi to the Pacific, 
the fare being moderate, and the passage made within 
ten days? I estimate that twice to thrice the num¬ 
ber who actually did go to California would have gone, 
16* 
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had there been such a means of conveyance, and that 
the present Anglo-American population of the Pacific 
slope would have been little less than two millions—say 
California, one million five hundred thousand; Oregon, 
three hundred thousand; Washington, one hundred 
thousand; Sonora and Mexican California, one hundred 
thousand. 

Now as to the gold crop of California: 

The custom-house returns of San Francisco show the 
following shipments of gold from that city. 


Tear. Amount. 

1849 .$ 4 , 921,250 

1850 . 21 , 670,346 

1851 . 42 , 582,695 

1852 . 46 , 586,134 


1857 


Year. Amount. 

1853 .$ 57 , 331,024 

1854 . 51 , 328,653 

1855 . 43 , 080,211 

1856 . 48 , 887,543 


.$ 48 , 592,743 


The returns for the last two years, and the first three 
quarters of the present are not before me; but they are 
known to have varied little from the rate of fifty mil¬ 
lions of dollars per annum, making the total amount 
entered at the custom-house of San Francisco, as shipped 
at that port up to this date, rather over five hundred 
millions of dollars. How many more millions have been 
brought away in the trunks or belts of returning emi¬ 
grants, or mercantile passengers, I will not attempt to 
guess; but the amount is certainly large. On my re¬ 
cent trip homeward, one of the steerage passengers was 
currently reported as having thirty thousand dollars in 
gold in his carpet-bag, which he kept in his hands or 
under his head; others were said to have their thou¬ 
sands each, to a very large aggregate amount. Maui- 
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festly, the export of gold from California, the current 
produce of her mines, has exceeded fifty millions of dol¬ 
lars per annum, while a considerable amount is retained 
in the country. 

Now all this gold is sent away to pay for goods— 
many of them vej-y costly in proportion to their bulk 
and weight—silks and other dear textile fabrics; jewel¬ 
ry ; rare wines; expensive wares; drugs, spices, etc. 
Experience has amply proved that all such products 
take the quickest rather than the cheapest route. I be¬ 
lieve that twenty million dollars of costly or perishable 
merchandise would annually seek California overland if 
there were a continuous line of railway from the Atlan¬ 
tic to the Pacific seaboard ; and that this amount would 
steadily and rapidly increase. When the Erie Railroad 
earns over three million dollars per annum by freight, it 
certainly must be moderate to hope that ten million 
dollars would be paid as freight on all the merchandise 
sent from this side to the Pacific by railroad, and that 
the larger share of this freight must be earned by and 
paid to the Pacific road. 

Now let us see how far the government would neces¬ 
sarily patronize such a road : 

The Post-Office Department is now paying at* least 
one million and a quarter for the conveyance of mails 
between the Atlantic and Gulf states aneb California, 
and was recently paying one million and a half. For 
this, it gets a semi-monthly mail by way of the Isthmus 
(six thousand miles, or more than double the distance 
direct), and a semi-weekly mail by the Butterfield route 
(also very circuitous), which carries letters only. There 
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are two or three slow mails on other routes, hut they 
cannot be said to add anything of moment to the facili¬ 
ties enjoyed by California and the older states for the 
interchange of messages or ideas. 

As to military transportation, I cannot say what is its 
amount, nor how far a single line of railway could re¬ 
duce its proper cost. I believe, however, that the 
government is now paying at least six millions of dollars 
for the transportation of men, munitions and provisions 
to our various military posts between Kansas proper 
and California, and that fully half of this would neces¬ 
sarily be saved and earned by a railroad to the Pacific. 

Utah is now receiving accessions of population (main¬ 
ly from Europe) over the Plains, though very much of 
their household stuff has to be sacrificed to the exigen¬ 
cies of the long, hard, tedious journey in wagons drawn 
by weary, thirsty, famishing cattle. IJer people gener¬ 
ally live poorly, yet they have to eat and drink, while 
most of them like to smoke or chew also. At present, 
most of them abstain from the use of tea, coffee, etc., 
because these are very dear while the Saints are mostly 
poor. If there were a good railroad through Utah from 
Missouri to California, I believe the Saints would patron¬ 
ize it to the amount of at least half a million per annum, 
and that this amount would rapidly grow to one mil¬ 
lion. It would of course not stop there. The Kocky 
Mountain gold mines are no longer a matter of specu¬ 
lation. They just as surely exist as we live; and I be¬ 
lieve they are destined to increase in importance and 
productiveness. I advise no man to dig gold or start 
for “Pike’s Peak.” I presume ten of those who go 
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thither will come back ragged and penniless, for every 
one that they make rich. I expect to hear many times 
yet that the Kansas gold mines are a humbug—that 
they have exploded—that every one has left or is leav¬ 
ing them, etc., etc.—and I expect further to hear of new 
discoveries in this direction or in that, and to record the 
receipts of millions thence in each of the years from 
1861 to 1871 inclusive. Meantime, those who prospect 
or mine there must live—a point to which eating is 
rather essential in that keen mountain air. Everything 
that can be eaten or drank is selling in the Kansas 
mines at far more than California prices. A railroad 
from the Missouri to the heads of the Platte or Arkan¬ 
sas would reduce, in those mines, the average cost of 
food at least half, and would thereby diminish sensibly 
the cost, and increase the profit of digging gold. If 
one hundred thousand persons can mauage to live 
in the liocky Mountain gold region as it stands, three 
hundred thousand could do better there with a railroad 
up from the Missouri. And that number, if located there, 
could not supply less than three million dollars per annum 
of travel and transportation to a Pacific railroad. 

Let us sum up, now, and see what elements of sup¬ 
port for such a railroad may be presumed to already 
exist: 

I. Fifty thousand passengers from the Missouri to California 
and thirty thousand the other way, half first-class at 
$100, and the residue, second-class at $50 each: To¬ 
tal passage-money.$6,000,000 

IL Fifty millions of gold brought from California, now pay¬ 
ing 1J- per cent, freight and insurance, if charged 1 per 
cent, for conveyance over the railroad would pay. 500,000 
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IIL Freight on merchandise sent overland to California, say 


$20,000,000 worth, paying at least $5,000,000 freight, 
of which the Pacific Road could not receive less than.. 3,000,000 

TV. Conveyance of troops, with freight on arms, munitions, 
and provisions forwarded to the various military posts 

between the Missouri and California. 3,000,000 

V. Conveyance of a daily mail each way in ten days between 

the Missouri and California, at least. 1,000,000 

VL Freight and passage for the Mormons. 500,000 

V1L Ditto for the Kansas and Rocky Mountain gold region.. 3,000,000 


Total yearly earnings of the Road.$17,000,000 


In this statement, I have made no account whatever 
of India, China, Australia, Polynesia, etc., as taking 
this road in their way to and from either shore of the 
Atlantic. I do not doubt that they would make some 
use of it at first, and more and more annually thereafter; 
but this is not a resource to be relied on. I count on 
no transportation of aught but passengers and gold from 
California eastward ; though I am sure that much grain 
would flow thence into the placers and settlements of 
the Great Basin, especially the rich mines newly dis¬ 
covered in Carson Yalley. I know that California 
would soon begin to send wines, fruits, etc., eastward, 
and that her wool, hides, etc., would soon follow in their 
path. I can have no doubt that a railroad from the Mis¬ 
souri to the Pacific would earn seventeen millions of 
dollars the year after its completion, and that its income 
would increase thenceforth at the rate of at least one 
million per annum for ten or fifteen years. 

Let us now consider the political or national necessity 
and use for a railroad from the Missouri to the Pacific: 

1. The Federal government is now paying some 










A RAILROAD TO THE PACIFIC. 375 

twenty-five millions per annum for military service, 
mainly west of the Mississippi. Nearly half of this 
heavy sum is paid for transportation in its various 
shapes—for the conveyance of provisions, munitions, 
etc., to the army in Utah, and to the various posts scat¬ 
tered through the Indian country; for horses, mules, 
and wagons, required to facilitate the conveyance of 
soldiers, arms, munitions, and baggage from post to 
post, etc., etc. Every regiment employed in the Indian 
country, or on the Pacific, costs the treasury at least one 
thousand dollars per man per annum, of which I esti¬ 
mate that nearly half would he saved by a Pacific rail¬ 
road. Certainly, the saving from this source could not 
fall short of five millions per annum. 

2. But the efficacy, the power of an armed force, in 
the defense and protection of a vast empire, depend 
less on its numbers than on its mobility—on the facility 
with which it can be conveyed to the point at which it 
may at any time be wanted. For instance, our govern¬ 
ment has now some six to eight thousand regulars scat¬ 
tered over Nebraska, Kansas, New Mexico, Northern 
Texas, Utah, California, Oregon, and Washington. 
These six or eight thousand are not as efficient as two 
thousand would be, if it were in the power of the gov¬ 
ernment instantly to transfer those two thousand, by a 
mere order, to the point at which they might at any 
time be wanted. A Pacific railroad would not, indeed, 
fully effect this; but it would go far toward it. 

3. Suppose our little army, now largely concentrated 
in Utah, were urgently needed to repel some sudden 
danger, whether on the Pacific or the Atlantic coast: 





376 


A RAILROAD TO THE PACIFIC. 


It would be a good three month’s work to provide the 
needful animals, and remove that force to either sea¬ 
board. But with a Pacific railroad, the whole might 
be in New York, Charleston, New Orleans, or San 
Francisco, within a fortnight after the order was dis¬ 
patched by telegraph from the War department, at 
Washington. The value of this facility of movement 
can hardly be over-estimated. 

4. At present, the regiments employed on the Pacific 
are almost or quite wholly raised and recruited in the 
Atlantic States. Their removal thence to their desti¬ 
nation costs largely, heaviiy, in direct expense, and in 
that time which is money. Suppose a regiment to 
cost half a million per annum, and that six months are 
now consumed in sending it from Baltimore to Puget’s 
Sound, while one month would suffice with a Pacific 
railroad. In addition to the saving on the present cost 
of its transportation, the saving in the time of that regi¬ 
ment would be two hundred thousand dollars directly, 
and practically much more; as a part of the cost of 
recruiting, drilling, etc., now lost in the tedious trans¬ 
portation, would be saved by the accelerated move¬ 
ment. 

5. In case of war with any great maritime power, in 
the absence of a Pacific railroad, we should be com¬ 
pelled either to surrender the Pacific states to subjuga¬ 
tion and spoliation, or maintain a double armament at 
enormous cost. Our army on this side of the Pocky 
Mountains would be utterly ineffective as against an 
expedition launched against the Pacific coast, and vice 
versa. But, with a Pacific railroad, and the telegraph 
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■which -would inevitably accompany it, it would be 
morally impossible that an expedition directed against 
either seaboard, should not be anticipated in its arrival 
by the concentration, to oppose its landing, of our sol¬ 
diers, drawn from every part of the country. Our gov¬ 
ernment, in aiding the construction of such road, would 
inevitably stipulate for its use—exclusive, if required— 
in times of public peril; and would thus be enabled to 
transfer fifty thousand men from either coast to the 
other in the course of twenty or thirty days. 

6. We have already expended some scores of millions 
of dollars on fortifications, and are urgently required to 
expend as many more. Especially on the Pacific is 
their construction pressingly demanded. I do not de¬ 
cide how fast nor how far this demand may or should be 
responded to; but I do say that a Pacific railroad, 
whereby the riflemen of the mountains could be brought 
to the Pacific within three days, and those of the Mis¬ 
souri within ten, would alford more security to San Fran¬ 
cisco than ever so many gigantic and costly fortifica¬ 
tions. 

But enough on this head. 

The social, moral, and intellectual blessings of a Paci¬ 
fic railroad can hardly be glanced at within the limits 
of an article. Suffice it for the present that I merely 
suggest them. 

1. Our mails are now carried to and from California 
by steamships, via Panama, in twenty to thirty days, 
starting once a fortnight. The average time of transit 
from writers throughout the Atlantic states to their cor¬ 
respondents on the Pacific exceeds thirty days. With 
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a Pacific railroad, this would be reduced to ten; for the 
letters written in Illinois or Michigan would reach their 
destinations in the mining counties of California quicker 
than letters sent from Kew York or Philadelphia would 
reach San Francisco. "With a daily mail by railroad 
from each of our Atlantic cities to and from California, 
it is hardly possible that the amount of both letters a<nd 
printed matter transmitted, and consequently of postage, 
should not be speedily quadrupled. 

2. The first need of California to-day is a large influx 
of intelligent, capable, virtuous women. With a railroad 
to the Pacific, avoiding the miseries and perils of six 
thousand miles of ocean transportation, and making the 
transit a pleasant and interesting overland journey of 
ten days, at a reduced cost, the migration of this class 
would be immensely accelerated and increased. With 
wages for all kinds of women’s work at least thrice as 
high on the Pacific as in this quarter, and with larger 
opportunities for honorable and fit settlement in life, I 
cannot doubt that tens of thousands would annually 
cross the Plains, to the signal benefit of California 
and of the whole country, as well as the improvement 
of their own fortunes and the profit of the railroad. 

3. Thousands now staying in California, expecting to 
“ go home ” so soon as they shall have somewhat im¬ 
proved their circumstances, would send or come for 
their families and settle on the Pacific for life, if a rail¬ 
road were opened. Tens of thousands who have been 
to California and come back, unwilling either to live 
away from their families or to expose them to the pre¬ 
sent hardships of migration thither, would return with 
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all they have, prepared to spend their remaining days 
in the land of gold, if there were a Pacific railroad. 

4. Education is the vital want of California, second 
to its need of true women. School-books, and all the 
material of education, are now scarce and dear there. 
Almost all books sell there twice as high as here, and 
many of the best are scarcely attainable at any rate. 
With the Pacific railroad, all this would be changed for 
the better. The proportion of school-houses to grog¬ 
shops would rapidly increase. All the elements of 
moral and religious melioration would be multiplied. 
Tens of thousands of our best citizens would visit the 
Pacific coast, receiving novel ideas and impressions, to 
their own profit and that of the people thus visited. 
Civilization, intelligence, refinement, on both sides of 
the mountain—still more, in the Great Basin inclosed 
by them—would receive a new and immense impulse, 
and the Union would acquire a greater accession of 
strength, power, endurance, and true glory, than it would 
from the acquisition of the whole continent down to 
Cape Horn. 

The only points of view in which a railroad from the 
Missouri to the Pacific remains to be considered are 
those of its practicability, cost, location, and the ways 
and means. Let us look at them: 

I. As to practicability, there is no room for hesitation 
or doubt. The Massachusetts Western, the Erie, the 
Pennsylvania, and the Baltimore and Ohio, have each 
encountered difficulties as formidable as any to be over¬ 
come by a Pacific railroad this side of the Sierra Neva¬ 
da. Were the railroad simply to follow the principal 
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emigrant trail up the Platte and down the Snake and 
Columbia to Oregon, or south-westwardly from the 
South Pass to the foot of the Sierra, it would encounter 
no serious obstacle. 

II. The dearth of timber on the plains is the chief 
difficulty to be overcome; and this, with the prevalence 
of deep snows in and about the South Pass, will proba¬ 
bly send the road considerably north or south of that 
famous and facile pass. I presume the shortest, most 
feasible, and best wooded route for a railroad from the 
Mississippi to the Pacific is one from Minnesota to Pu¬ 
get’s Sound, leaving the Pocky Mountains, save some 
low spurs, on the south, and encountering less formida¬ 
ble snows than those of the North Platte, South Pass, 
and Green River. Another pretty well timbered and 
direct route, with but a moderate elevation at the pass 
of the Pocky Mountains, strikes westward from Du¬ 
buque to the Yellow Stone, follows one of the sources 
of that stream into and through the Pocky Mountains, 
and thence down a similar stream to the Columbia, and 
so through Oregon to Astoria. By taking this route, 
the timber of the Pocky Mountains could be cheaply 
rafted or floated to every part of the track on either 
side at which timber is naturally deficient. The routes 
which turn the Pocky Mountains and the Sierra Neva¬ 
da by the south are necessarily longer than those above 
indicated (the earth's circumference being greater toward 
the equator than near the pole), traverse in good part a 
parched and sterile desert, and must encounter serious 
obstacles in the dearth of water and in crossing the Rio 





A RAILROAD TO THE PACIFIC. 


381 


Del Norte and Colorado. They would, however, rarely 
or never be formidably obstructed by snow. 

In my judgment, however, the preferable, though 
not the easiest route for a Pacific road traverses the 
valleys of the Kansas and its Smoky Hill fork, crossing 
thence to the more northerly sources of tbe Arkansas, 
and passing with one of them through the Rocky 
Mountains, not far from the South Park, thence wind¬ 
ing down some tributary to the Colorado, thence up a 
western fork or valley and down the Timpanagos or 
some such stream into Utah, and through that territory 
on or near Capt. Simpson’s new road to the valley of 
the Carson, Truckee, or whatever stream should be found 
to proffer the least difficult way across the Sierra Neva¬ 
da, to San Francisco. A railroad on this route would 
at once command a large and lucrative traffic from the 
Kansas gold region, from Utah, and from the newly-dis¬ 
covered but rich and growing gold region of Carson 
Yalley or western Utah—soon, I trust, to be the terri¬ 
tory of Nevada. Thousands have recently been drawn 
to Carson Yalley by the fame of these mines; and the 
fact being established that gold, silver, and other valua¬ 
ble metals are found in Carson Yalley, it is at least 
strongly probable that they will be found elsewhere 
along the eastern base of the Sierra Nevada. A rail¬ 
road on this route would have an immediate and large 
local traffic, both in passengers and goods, from Califor¬ 
nia to Carson Yalley, from Missouri and Kansas to the 
Rocky Mountain gold region, and from each to Utah. 
Its mails, too, would be heavier and far, far more be¬ 
neficent, than if conveyed by any other route. I judge, 
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therefore, that on this route the railroad is most likely 
to be built, unless future developments of mineral 
wealth noi'th or south of it should change the whole 
aspect of affairs. 

III. And now as to cost and the ways and. means : 

This road cannot be built cheaply; for provisions and 
all the necessaries of life must rule high along its line, 
and most of the laborers will have to be carried thither. 
Yet it is but fair to consider that many of the heaviest 
items of expense on most other railroads—land and land 
damages, timber, stone, etc.—will here cost nothing but 
the labor of preparing them for this use. Then the 
rock-cutting will, in the average, be light, and the 
bridging still lighter. For much of the distance, five 
thousand dollars per mile will grade and bridge a double 
track in the very best manner. Doubtless, there are 
miles that would cost $100,000; but these are compara¬ 
tively few; while the Colorado is the only formidable 
stream to be crossed between the Missouri and the Sa¬ 
cramento. And, as the road would necessarily be com¬ 
menced at each end and pushed toward the center, it 
would have a considerable traffic on the very first hun¬ 
dred miles that should be completed, and a large one on 
the first five hundred. Were it to be finished next April 
so far as Carson Valley from the west and “ Pike’s 
Peak ” from the east, I firmly believe that those two 
sections would pay expenses and interest on cost forth¬ 
with. If so, what might not be hoped from the com¬ 
pleted road ? 

Again; it is to be considered that, by building thus 
in sections, each portion, as finished, would be used to 
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forward provisions, rails, timber, etc, for the next. If 
wheat be worth five dollars per bushel to-day at Den¬ 
ver, it by no means follows that it would cost half 
so much, with a railroad from the Missouri completed 
nearly or quite to that point. 

I estimate that a railroad from the Missouri at Kansas 
City, Wyandot, Leavenworth, Atchison, or St. Joseph, 
to San Francisco, must be nearly or quite two thousand 
miles long, and that it would cost, with a double track 
and fully equipped, seventy-five thousand dollars per 
mile, or one hundred and fifty millions of dollars. A 
sanguine engineer would probably reduce this to fifty 
thousand dollars per mile, or one hundred millions of 
dollars; but, as most works cost more than they were 
expected to, it is as well to begin with large figures, so 
as not to be disappointed. More than a third of this 
road would build itself—that is, so much of it as lies in 
California, or within the boundaries assigned herself by 
the new state of Kansas, would readily be built by 
private enterprise, if the connecting link were certain 
to be perfected in due season. It seems advisable, how¬ 
ever, to have a single road, under one direction, from 
the Missouri to the Pacific, and thus make the certain 
profits of the extremities contribute toward the construc¬ 
tion and support of tlie less promising center. 

But, supposing the cost of a Pacific railroad to be one 
hundred and fifty millions of dollars, or even one hun¬ 
dred millions of dollars, how is so large an amount to 
be procured ? 

I. answer—not wholly by individual subscription, or 
voluntarily associated enterprise. The amount is too 
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vast; the enterprise too formidable; the returns too 
remote and uncertain. In the present depression of 
railroad property and interests, an attempt to raise such 
a sum for any such purpose, would be madness. One 
railroad to the Pacific would probably pay; but what 
assurance could an association of private citizens have, 
that, having devoted their means and energies to the 
construction of such a road, it would not be rivaled 
and destroyed by a similar work on some other route ? 
No hundred millions can be obtained for such an under¬ 
taking without assurance of government aid. 

But neither will it answer to commit the government 
unqualifiedly to the construction of such a work. Its 
cost, in the hands of Federal functionaries, would be 
incalculable; it would be an infinite source of jobbing 
and partisan corruption; it would never be finished; 
and its net revenues would amount to nothing. And 
then the question of location—the conflict of rival inter¬ 
ests—would alone suffice to prevent the construction of 
the work by the federal government. 

But let that government simply resolve that the 
Pacific road shall be built—let Congress enact that 
sealed proposals for its construction shall be invited, 
and that whichever responsible company or corporation 
shall offer adequate security for that construction, to be 
completed within ten years, on the lowest terms, shall 
have public aid, provided the amount required do not 
exceed fifty millions of dollars, and the work will be 
done, certainly for fifty millions’ bonus, probably for 
much less. The government on its part should concede 
to the company a mile in width, according to the section 
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lines, of the public lands on either side of the road as 
built, with the right to take timber, stone and earth from 
any public lands without -charge; and should require 
of said company that it carry a daily through-mail each 
way at the price paid other roads for conveying mails 
on first-class routes; and should moreover stipulate for 
the conveyance at all times of troops, arms, munitions, 
provisions, etc., for the public service, at the lowest 
rates, with a right to the exclusive possession and use 
of the road whenever a national exigency shall seem to 
require it. The government should leave the choice of 
route entirely to the company, only stipulating that it 
shall connect the navigable waters of the Mississippi 
with those of the Pacific Ocean, and that it shall be 
constructed wholly through our own territory. Pay¬ 
ment of the national bonus to be made, say one-twentieth 
so soon as one-tenth of the road shall have been finished 
and approved, and at this rate until one-third of the 
road shall have been built, when the remainder of one- 
fourth of the bonus shall be paid; when half the road 
shall have been built, the payment of bonus shall be 
increased to one-third ; when the work is three-fourths 
done, what remains of five-eighths of the bonus shall be 
paid; and when the work is done and accepted, all that 
remains unpaid of the bonus shall be handed over to 
those who will have so nobly earned it. 

By adopting this plan, the rivalries of routes will be 
made to work for, instead of working against, the con¬ 
struction of the road. Strenuous efforts will be made 
by the friends of each to put themselves in position to 
bid low enough to secure the location; and the lowest 
17 
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rate at which the work can safely he undertaken will 
unquestionably be bid. The road will be the property 
of the company constructing it, subject only to the 
rights of use, stipulated and paid for by the government. 
And, even were it to cost the latter a bonus of fully fifty 
millions, I feel certain that every farthing of that large 
sum will have been reimbursed to the treasury within 
five years after the completion of the work in the pro¬ 
ceeds of land sales, in increased postages, and in duties 
on goods imported, sold, and consumed because of this 
railroad—not to speak of the annual saving of millions 
in the cost of transporting and supplying troops. 

Men and brethren! let us resolve to have a railroad 
to the Pacific—to have it soon. It will add more to the 
strength and wealth of our country than would the 
acquisition of a dozen Cubas. It will prove a bond of 
union not easily broken, and a new spring to our national 
industry, prosperity and wealth. It will call new manu¬ 
factures into existence, and increase the demand for the 
products of those already existing. It will open new 
vistas to national and to individual aspiration, and crush 
out filibusterism by giving a new and wholesome direc¬ 
tion to the public mind. My long, fatiguing journey 
was undertaken in the hope that I might do something 
toward the early construction of the Pacific Railroad; 
and I trust that it has not been made wholly in vain. 
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Grasses, Grains, Animals, Implements, Insects, &c., tee. By Gocvkr.vbur Emerson of 

AMERICAN WEEDS AND USEFUL PLANTS, ... - 1 50 

An Illustrated Edition of Agricultural Botany ; An Enu¬ 
meration and Description of Weeds and Useful Plants which merit the notice or 
require the attention of American Agriculturists. By Wm. Darlington, M. D. Re¬ 
vised, with Additions, by George Thcrber, Prof, of Mat. Med. and Botany in the New 
York College of Pharmacy. Illustrated with nearly 300 Figures, drawn expressly for 

ALLEN'S (R. L.) AMERICAN FARM BOOK,.1 00 

Or a Compend of American Agriculture ; being a Practical 
Treatiso on Soils, Manures, Draining, Irrigation, Grasses, Grain, Roots, Fruits, Cotton, 
Tobacco, Sugar Cane, Rice, and every Staple Produet of the United States ; with the 
best methods of Planting, Cultivating and Preparation for Market. Illustrated with more 
than 100 engravings. 

ALLEN’S (R. L.) DISEASES OF DOMESTIC ANIMALS, - - 75 

Being a History and Description of the Horse, Mule, Cattle, 

Sheep, Swine, Poultry and Farm Dogs, with Directions for their Management, Breeding, 
Crossing, Rearing, Feeding, and Preparation for a Profitable Market; also, their 
Diseases and Remedies, together with full Directions for the Management of the Dairy, 
and the comparative Economy and Advantages of Working Animals,—the Horse, Mule, 
Oxen, &c. 

ALLEN’S (L. F.) RURAL ARCHITECTURE,.1 25 

Being a Complete Description of Farm Houses, Cottages and 
O ut Buildings, comprising Wood Houses, Workshops, Tool Houses, Carriage and Wagon 
Houses, Stables, Smoke and Ash Houses. Ice Houses, Apiaries or Bee Houses, Poultry 
Houses, Rabbitry, Dovecote, Piggery, Barns and Sheds for Cattle, ire., &c. ; together 
with Lawns, Pleasure Grounds and Parks ; the Flower, Fruit and Vegetable Garden ; 
also, the best method of conducting water into Cattle Yards and Houses. Beautifully 
illnstrated. 

ALLEN (J. FISK) ON THE CULTURE OF THE GRAPE, - - 1 00 

A Practical Treatise on the Culture and Treatment of the 

Grap8 Vine, embracing its History, with Directions for its Treatment in the United 
States of America, in the Open Air and under Glass Structures, with and without 
Artificial Heat 


Mailed postpaid upon receipt of price. 
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BLAKE'S (REV. JOHN L.) FARMER AT HOME, - - - - 1 25 

A Family Text Book for the Country ; being a Cyclopedia 

I^KiWSKS a L n 

Or, Chemistry Applied to Agriculture ; presenting Distinctly 
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In Three Parts ; Containing Catalogues of Garden and Flower 


of price. 
















Mailed post paid upon receipt of price. 
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by C. M. Saxton, Barker & Co. 







3 00 

?3 


OF THE CRANBERRY, 50 

Varieties. By B. Eastwood, 


EASTWOOD (B.) ON THE CULTTVATK 


EVERY LADY HER OWN FLOWER G 




Mailed post paid vpon receipt of price. 

















1 by C. M. Saxton, Barker & Co. 




















iL JrRACTICAL ± REATISE ON THE UONSTRUCTION, HEATING AND 


LECTURES ON CHEMISTRY, 

erce, Physiology, and Agriculture. 




Mailed post paid upon receipt o f price. 


1 26 
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e Anatomy of the Foot, and contaiu- 


With Cuts, Illustr 

at? —- — ■* 

MILBUHN ON TEN COW AND DAISY HUSBANDRY, - - - 25 

By M. M. Milborn, and revised by H. D. Richardson and Ambrose 


Being a Treatise on Draining Land, in which the Most Ap- 
































Books published by C. M. Saxton, Barker & Co. 4 

SHEPHERD'S OWN BOOK,.2 cO 


With an Account of the Different Breeds, Diseases and Man- 

agement of Sheep, and General Directions in regard to Summer and Winter Management, 
Breeding and the Treatment of Diseases ; with illustrative engravings by Youat. & 
Randall ; embracing Skinner's Notes on the Breed and Management of Sheep in 1 ue 
United States, and on the Culture of Fine Wool. 

STEWART’S STABLE BOOK,.1 00 

A Treatise on the Management of Horses, in Relation to 

Stabling, Grooming, Feeding, Watering and Working, Construction of Stables, Ventila¬ 
tion, Appendages of Stables, Management of the Feet, and of Diseased and ltefective 
Horses. By John Stewart, Veterinary Surgeon. With Notes and Additions, adapting 
it to American Food and Climate. By A. B. Allen, Editor of the American Agriculturist. 

STRAY LEAVES FROM THE BOOK OF NATURE, - - - - X 00 

By M. Schele De Yere, of the University of Virginia. 

Contents : I. Only a Pebble. 

. H. Natcrb ln Motion. 

in. The Ocean and rre Lira. 

IV. A Chat about Plants. 

V. Younger Years or a Plant 

VI. Later Years of a Plant. 

VII. Plant Mummies. 

YIH. Unknown Tongues. 

IX. A Trip to the Moon. 

STEPHENS’ (HENRY) BOOK OF THE FARM,.4 00 

A Complete Guide to the Farmer, Steward, Plowman, Cattle- 

man,Shepherd, Field Worker aad Dairy Maid. By Henry Stephens. With Four Hun¬ 
dred and Fifty illustrations ; to which are added Explanatory Notes, Remarks, &c., by 
J. S. Skinner. Really one of the best books a farmer can possess. 

SKILLFUL HOUSEWIFE,.50 

Or Complete Guide to Domestic Cookery, Taste, Comfort, and 

Economy, embracing 6511 Recipes pertaining to Household Duties, die Care of Health, 
Gardening, Birds, Education of Children, &e., Ac. By Mrs. L. G. Abell. 

SKINNER’S ELEMENTS OF AGRICULTURE,. 25 

Adapted to the Use of American Farmers. By F. G. Skinner, 

SMITH’S (C. H. J.) LANDSCAPE GARDENING, PARKS AND 

PLEASURE GROUNDS,.1 25 

With Practical Notes on Country Residences, Villas, Public 

Parks and Cardens. By Charles H. J. Smith, Landscape Gardener and Garden Archi 
tect. With Notes and Additions by Lewis F. Allen, author of “ Rural Architecture.” 

THAER’S (ALBERT D.) AGRICULTURE,.2 00 

The Principles of Agriculture, by Albert D. Thaer ; Trans¬ 
lated by William Shaw and Cuthbert W. Johnson, Esq., F. R. S. WHh a Memoir of 
the Author. 1 vol. 8vo. 

This work is regarded, by those who are competent to judge, as one of the most 
valuable works that has ever appeared on the subject of Agriculture. At the same time 
that it is eminently practical, it is philosophical, and, even to the general reader, re¬ 
markably entertaining. 

THOMAS’ (J. J.) FARM IMPLEMENTS,.1 00 

And the Principles of their Construction and Use ; an Ele- 

mentary and familiar Treatise on Mechanics and Natural Philosophy, as applied to the 
ordinary practices of Agriculture. With 200 illustrations. 

THOMPSON (&. D.) ON THE FOOD OF ANIMALS, - - - 75 

Experimental Researches on the Food of Animals and th« 
Fattening of Cattle ; with Remarks on the Food of Man. Based upon Experiments under¬ 
taken by order of the British Government, by Robert Dundas Thompson. M. IX 
Lecturer on Practical Chemistry, University of Glasgow. 

Mailed post paid upon receipt of price. 
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Books published by C. M. Saxton, Barker & Co. 


THE ROSE CTJXTURIST, 

Being a Practical T 

TOP-HAM'S CHEMISTRY MARE EASY, - 

For the Use op Farmers. By J. r 

TURNER’S COTTON PLANTER’S MANUAL,.1 00 

WARBER’S (J. A.) HEDGES AND EVERGREENS, .... 1 00 

A Complete Manual for the Cultivation, Pruning and Man- 

S|S^psSr£» 








































































